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Summary: International Rescue- an organisation, set up in the year 
2065 by billionaire Jeff Tracy, to help save lives around the world. 
Whatever the distress call, they will answer. However, with that 
power comes enemies, none more so than a mysterious criminal known 
only as 'The Hood'. Can IR function in secret, without their 
incredible organisation being exposed? 


1. Thunderbirds Are Go, Part I 
**THUNDERBIRDS ARE GO** 

Money and power- those were the two things he had craved for most of 
his life. Even when he was young, he would always look to take 
advantage whenever the opportunity arrived. Now, as he sat in his 
glorious temple, hidden in the Malaysian jungle, he knew that it had 
all been worth it. However, the job was not yet done- he had always 
been trying to get his brother, Kyrano, to join his side in the quest 
for glory, but he had turned his back, and was now working for 
someone else. He was working for an organisation years ahead of its 
time, with technology that would more than triple his current wealth 
if he could get it onto the Black Market. This organisation was yet 
to show itself to the world, but that did not deter him; He was 
confident he could draw them out and then defeat them where they 
stand. International Rescue were going to have their first mission, 
whether they liked it or not. 

"Thunderbird 1 to Tracy Island, this is Thunderbird 1 calling Tracy 
Island" Scott said, sitting in the pilot's seat of his Thunderbird. 

>"Thunderbird 1 from Tracy Island, reading you loud and clear Scott." 
Came the reply over his radio system. As with everything else on the 
craft, this was his first time using the radio; It had taken him 30 
minutes just to figure out how to turn it on. But this was going to 
be his craft during rescue missions, so he had made it his duty to 
figure out what every single button and dial did.<br>"I have 



completed my test run father, all systems are fully operational and 
ready to go." 

>"Good work Scott" His father replied. "Virgil has just picked up 
Gordon from his test run of Thunderbird 4, and John is now up in 
Thunderbird 5, so you're free to come back to the Island whilst 
nobody else is trying to land. "<br>"FAB . " Scott said, shutting off 
the channel. After remembering how to turn TBl around, he pushed in 
the required levers and headed straight back for home. Now all he had 
to look forward to was figuring out how to work the retros properly 
so he didn't crash into the landing bay. Well, there had to be a 
first time for everything; He was just glad he got to practise with 
his new machine before they went out on rescue missions. Then there 
would be no time to make any mistakes. 

Tracy Island was almost deserted when Scott got back, though both his 
father, Jeff, and their servant, Kyrano, were still on the Island. 

>"How was the machine?" Jeff asked once he entered the living area. 
He'd already been over it on the radio, but Jeff wanted to ask in 
person too.<br>"It was great" Scott replied. "Like nothing I ever 
flew in the Air Force, that's for sure." 

>They both gathered round as Kyrano brought them drinks. It allowed 
Scott to marvel at just how big Tracy Island actually was- sure, he'd 
been living there long enough, but it still got him every time. A 
mass of rocky hills and crystal clear water, Tracy Island was a 
paradise. Jeff had bought it for his family as a place to escape the 
world, but now it acted as their base for International Rescue as 
well as their home, housing as much privacy as it did luxury. A 
billionaire, Jeff Tracy was one of his era's pioneer Astronauts, who 
turned his passion for the unknown into a business venture and made a 
fortune in technology endeavours. After having five sons, all who had 
their own careers, and then tragically losing his wife, he decided to 
funnel his money into a worthwhile cause- to help save people's 
lives. All of this, however, had only been made possible with the 
help of their Chief Designer and Engineer, Brains. Of course. Brains 
wasn't his real name, but one the boys had given him for his 
incredible knowledge. It was with his design that all 5 Thunderbird 
crafts had been created- each of the crafts piloted by one of Jeff 
Tracy's sons:<p> 

Thunderbird 1, the primary scout vehicle and first response 
Thunderbird for International Rescue, was piloted by Scott, the 
eldest of the Tracy brothers. As a former Air Force pilot, this was 
the craft that suited him the most. 

Thunderbird 2, the heavy rescue vehicle, able to carry 'pods' filled 
with equipment, was piloted by the middle child of the family, 

Virgil. In addition to other vehicles, it also carried Thunderbird 4 
into action whenever it was needed. 

Thunderbird 3, International Rescue's space vehicle, piloted 
primarily by the youngest Tracy, Alan, although he swapped duty with 
the primary member of Thunderbird 5, John. Whilst Alan is the most 
talented Astronaut, John has a passion for the stars- but it was 
established early on that John would not spend his entire time up in 
space, so himself and Alan swap on a rotary basis. John gets 2 months 
in TBS, then Alan gets 1 month. Both are adept at operating each 
other's craft. 


Thunderbird 4, the underwater rescue vehicle, was piloted by the 



remaining Tracy brother- Gordon. Carried into rescue by Thunderbird 
2, it was the only vehicle they had capable of performing an 
underwater rescue. 

The 5 Tracy brothers were not the only other Tracy's on the Island 
though. Jeff's mother also resided there, though she tended to stay 
out of the way of Jeff's business, instead focusing on her many 
cooking projects that the family had famed her for. Making up the 
rest of the inhabitants were Kyrano, the family's trusted servant, 
and his daughter, Tin-Tin, who having completed University was now 
working as Brains' assistant in the labs on Tracy Island. Scott, so 
in depth in his mind, almost didn't realise Virgil and Gordon had 
returned from their test runs, but returned they had. Soon, 
International Rescue would be operational, and have their first 
rescue operation. He wondered exactly what it would be. 

The harsh sun beat down on the tarmac at London International 
Airport. It was a hot summer's day; Even hotter than usual. The 
temperature in the air read an almighty 33oc. That was not going to 
stop anybody, least of all the passengers boarding the maiden flight 
of Air Terrainean's new atomic powered airliner, _Fireflash. _It was 
a big deal in the world of aviation- after all, Fireflash was the 
world's first aircraft powered solely by Nuclear power. With all 600 
passengers now onboard, it was down to the crew to take Fireflash 
from their current station in London, all the way to San Francisco in 
America. At a top speed of Mach 6, it would be the shortest ever 
recorded flight for that route. Entrusted in taking Fireflash from A 
to B was Captain Hanson, an experienced pilot in every sense, and 
Lieutenant Matthews, a former helicopter pilot in the British 
Military, and Co-Pilot to Hanson for Fireflash. Up in the control 
room, the entire flight control was being handled by Controller 
Norman, and his assistant Aaron Svensson. 

>"London Control from Fireflash" Was the first message over the 
radio, courtesy of Captain Hanson. "We've completed all pre-flight 
checks . All systems are green. Request permission to take 
of f . "<br>"Firef lash from London Control. You have permission to 
proceed. Use runway 2-5." 

>"Understood London. I guess we'll see you on the other side of the 
pond. "<br>"You ' 11 have Controller Stevens to put up with then" Norman 
joked. "But either way, this is your maiden flight. Make it a good 
one . " 

>"Roger that London. Fireflash over and out."<p> 

It had taken time to plan, but now The Hood was in place. He laughed 
at that nickname, which had been given to him once by a rogue General 
due to the number of disguises he would use, and it had stuck with 
him. Now, The Hood was going to use one of those many disguises to 
draw out International Rescue- he had needed to target something big, 
and what better target than a Military Research centre. He read the 
large sign above the entry to the base- _NOVA. _This would be the 
perfect target to draw them out. 

>"I'm sorry" Came a voice from the distance. "I'm sorry sir, but this 
is for authorised personnel only. You're going to have to move 
on."<br>"No problem" The Hood said calmly, and stared straight into 
the eyes of the security guard, his own eyes lighting up a bright 
yellow. It took only seconds for the guard to collapse on the ground. 
He didn't know where his powers had come from, but his ability to 
disable and disorientate people had always come in handy. Now, with 
security out of the way, he could proceed. The Nova complex itself 
was a large chemical research facility, so why not steal something 



whilst you're here? He walked, purposefully, down the expansive 
corridors, looking for a room that might just hold what he was 
looking for. Suddenly, a technician turned the corner to face him. 
With nowhere to go. The Hood was forced to stare him down as he did 
the guard, defeating him just before he could get to his mobile 
alarm. Continuing, The Hood finally came across a door that 
interested him. He didn't know what was in it, but it had plenty of 
warning symbols that told him it could be important. He tried the 
door- it was open, so he went inside. What faced him was a set of 
controls and screens, and infront of him was a glass panel, 
separating him from 3 people in the adjacent room. It didn't take him 
long to realise what the controls did, and what he needed to do. 
Slowly, carefully, he turned the dial marked 'Oxygen' to zero, and 
flicked the switch to 'Air Release'. He didn't want to drain the air 
too quickly though- no, he needed them to still be alive when 
International Rescue arrived, so he set the release to 'Slow'. The 
next step was easy; He initiated a full system shutdown. As soon as 
he hit enter, red alarm sirens started to scream, and thick metal 
doors slid into place around the research team. They were trapped- 
and, to make sure it would stay that way, he smashed the console, 
sending a shower of sparks up into the air as the system went into 
meltdown . 

>"Who the hell are you!?" Came a shout from the door. Another guard. 
Knowing he didn't have time for his powers to be put to use. The Hood 
pulled his pistol from his belt and put two in the guard's chest, 
then promptly ran for the hills. <p> 

The party was in full swing on Tracy Island. Well, it wasn't so much 
an actual party as an excuse for Jeff to start barbequing again. If 
there was one thing Jeff enjoyed when not overseeing the finalisation 
of IR, it was putting on a good barbeque . The boys were all out, with 
the exception of John up in the Space Station, enjoying the food and 
the music they had put on, kicking back in shorts and T-Shirts, 
despite the fact it was now night over Tracy Island. They all knew 
very well that this could be the last time they have something like 
this, with John up in Thunderbird 5 ready to start listening for 
distress calls. With most of the food having been eaten, they were 
all just sat around the pool, joking with each other about the things 
they might face. 

>"01d lady stuck in a tree" Virgil suggested, which brought laughs 
from the group . <br>"Drowned fish" Was Scott's contribution, and 
everyone looked at Gordon. 

>"I did not sign up for this just to save somebody's fish." He 
replied to their stares. "If I'm going down in Thunderbird 4, it best 
be a shark . "<br>" I ' m just waiting for someone to call us at half 3 in 
the morning because they're snowed in." Virgil said. 

>"Get Alan on the snowplough ! "<br>"Hell no. I'll probably be too busy 
up in orbit clearing space crap so half the world can watch that 
pirate TV station." 

>"You mean like Tin-Tin?" Scott enquired, and there was more 
laughter. It didn't last long. They could all hear their father's 
phone going off, and the fact he answered meant it was someone 
important. After waiting for 5 minutes, Jeff called them all 
inside . <br>"Boys, I've just been on the phone with Bob Langley-" 

>"You mean Colonel Langley, the guy that helped us set up 
International Rescue?" Scott asked. <br>"Yes, exactly. 20 minutes ago, 
someone broke into one of his research labs in England and now 3 
people are trapped inside, and they can't get them out." 

>"Does this mean?..." Alan asked tentatively . <br>"Yes Alan, 



International Rescue has its first ever assignment." 

>Suddenly, there was a series of beeps coming from one of the 
portraits on the wall- each of the 5 boys had their picture, in IR 
uniform, on the wall, linked to their video-radio, and John's was 
going of f . <br>" I ' ve been listening in on your conversation father" He 
began, "You may just want to wait on that first ever rescue." 

_15 Minutes Earlier_ 

"We are now leaving London airspace" Matthews commented as Fireflash 
flew over the English Coastline. 

>"Right on schedule too. All systems are still operational which is a 
bonus . "<br>"Can you imagine if something went wrong on our maiden 
flight? At least we'd be guaranteed to make the news." 

>As if on cue, a red warning started to flash on the control 
panel . <br>"You just had to say it Matthews" Hanson commented, "You 
just had to say it." 

>"What's wrong? "<br>"Hydraulic pressure has dropped slightly. Doesn't 
look like anything to worry about but I'll run a diagnostic." 

>After the press of a few buttons, Fireflash gave Hanson its 
readout . <br>"The problem is originating in the landing gear... I 
probably should go and check it out, just in case." 

>"You do know Norman will have a fit if he finds out you built a 
passageway into the wings of Fireflash?" Matthews asked 
sarcast ically , and Hanson brushed him of f . <br>" I ' 11 be 5 minutes, 
max . " 

After making his way into the wing, Hanson started to look for the 
problem. It was weird being inside the wing during flight; He'd only 
ever been in it with the plane on the ground. Now, he was trying to 
find a problem that could be dozens of little things. Cautiously, he 
moved round to the landing gear mechanism, being careful not to trip 
over the mass of wiring on the floor. As soon as he saw it, his mouth 
dropped . 

>"Matthews . . . We have a situation down here . "<br>"You found the 
problem? Have we blown a gasket or something?" 

>"No. It's far more serious than that." Hanson took a deep breath. 
"Matthews, get on the radio with London Control. Somebody has 
strapped a bomb to our landing gear."<p> 

"So that's the situation with Fireflash father" John concluded. "If 
they try to land then it'll set the bomb off, and not only will 600 
people lose their lives, but it would spread radioactive material 
over half of London. 

>"Can't they just try and remove the bomb?" Scott asked. <br>"No . The 
bomb has a locking mechanism. If it's moved, then it'll detonate." 

>"This makes it difficult, but we have no other choice." Jeff said, 
"We're going to have to split the team into 2 and attempt the rescues 
simultaneously." He gathered the 4 boys together, whilst John watched 
from his screen . <br>"What ' s the plan father?" Virgil asked. 

>"Fireflash is the one that'll need heavy rescue. The only option I 
see is to take the Elevator Cars and use them as a cushioned landing, 
in the hope it won't set off the bomb, so you'll need Thunderbird 2 
and equip pod 3 . "<br>"Right father." 

>"Alan, you'll go with Virgil and set up mobile control at London 
Airport. You'll be the one co-ordinating the rescue from inside the 
control tower. Scott, you and Gordon take Thunderbird 1 and head for 



Nova research centre. John will fill you in on the details whilst 
you're in the air, but you'll need to take the cutting 
gear . "<br>"FAB . " 

>"These are our first rescues." Jeff reminded them. "Let's make sure 
they're a success."<p> 

The swimming pool, one of Tracy Island's biggest features, was now 
deserted. Slowly, it began to retract, disappearing into an unseen 
gap in the side of the ground. Now in its place was a deep chasm, one 
which led to a launch pad underground. Sitting on that launch pad was 
International Rescue's primary vehicle, Thunderbird 1. Now, with both 
Scott and Gordon onboard, they were beginning launch procedure, ready 
to blast off into the sky and over to England. As Scott mapped the 
internal countdown in his head, he began pressing buttons and pulling 
levers: The rocket motors fired up, charging to full capacity, the 
side supports fell away and the wings retracted. Meanwhile, on the 
other side of the Island, a rock face on the side of one of the many 
mountains fell away, only to reveal yet another hangar. As the dust 
settled, Thunderbird 2 proudly drove through the gap and into the 
outside world. The palm trees that lined the runway fell away, 
leaving TB2 to proceed right to the edge of the island. As Virgil 
turned the power up to full blast and readied the jets, the launch 
pad elevated, tilting the craft upwards, a blast protector swinging 
up behind them. Both crafts waited until everything was in place, and 
then, together, they launched, their powerful thrusters forcing them 
into the skies. Within seconds both craft had left Tracy Island, off 
on their first ever missions. 

>"You're worried about them, aren't you Mr Tracy?" Kyrano asked, both 
of them looking out over the balcony . <br>"Of course I'm worried 
Kyrano, but we have been leading up to this moment for months. Now 
it's time we give something back." 

>"They are good kids, they will not let you down . "<br>"You ' re right 
about that Kyrano. I just hope we're not too late." 

He was watching on an embankment, right outside the facility. Having 
escaped the pathetic excuse they had for security, he was now 
watching, waiting for International Rescue to finally arrive. Once 
they did, he _would _have their secrets, and there's nothing they 
could do to stop him. 

"International Rescue to Nova centre, this is Thunderbird 1. I am now 
overflying the research facility and request permission to land." 

>" International Rescue, you have permission to land. Use the car park 
outside the main entrance . "<br>"Understood. " Scott replied, firing up 
the retros and lowering TBl ' s altitude. As soon as he found a 
suitable spot, he brought the craft down fully, then disembarked 
along with Gordon. He found someone waiting for him at the door as he 
made his way to the facility. 

>" International Rescue I take it? I'm Dr Slater. I'm in charge of 
this facility; Chief Overseer is my technical title but I'm basically 
in charge . "<br>"How is the situation?" 

>"Not good. There are 3 blast doors between us and the people trapped 
in the chamber, and we still haven't been able to get through the 
first one. We tried explosives, but that had no effect, and the 
entire system is offline so we can't disable the shutdown 
electronically . Whoever came in here locked down the entire centre, 
then smashed the console and killed one of our guards whilst 
escaping. We've sent for a new console, but it won't get here before 
the air runs out . "<br>"Did you get all that Brains?" Scott said. 



holding his radio in his hand. 

>"I g-got all that Scott. I fear that wh-whoever initiated the attack 
may still b-be here . "<br>"That ' s a good point. Dr Slater, my 
organisation works on an operational basis and as such the details of 
it must remain secret. I need you to send guards out to protect 
Thunderbird 1, and it must not be photographed." 

>"I can appreciate that" Dr Slater said, "Grobzcyk, Halstridge! Take 
Unit 1 and protect the International Rescue crafts at all costs. 
Nobody is to get into that craft and nobody takes photos. Is that 
understood?" Both men nodded, and went on their way.<br>"Is there any 
other way into the research chamber?" Gordon asked, getting back to 
the rescue. 

>"The only other way would be through the control room, but that's 
protected by a sheet of indestructible glass. You fire a bullet at 
it, the bullet flies back at you. It can withstand the pressure of 2 
superimposed Category 5 hurricanes and lava won't even leave it with 
a burn mark . "<br>"T-That ' s that option out of the q-question then" 
Brains answered. "What are the blast doors made of?" 

>"They're built using a Technetium-Aluminium alloy, that's what makes 
them so solid. "<br>"T-Technetium? Do you have any SRXE is your 
1-lab?" 

>"Why yes we do." Slater responded. "Why?"<br>"I think I might just 
have an idea." 

**T0 BE CONTINUED** 


2. Thunderbirds Are Go, Part II 
**THUNDERBIRDS ARE GO PT II** 

"London International Airport from International Rescue, I am 
approaching you from the East and request permission to land." 

>" International Rescue?" Controller Norman asked quizzically. "Who in 
blazes are International Rescue?" He then reopened the radio link. 
"International Rescue, what is the purpose of your organisation? We 
need more information before we grant you permission to 
land. "<br>"Name kind of gives it away" Virgil muttered, causing Alan 
to laugh in the back, but Virgil continued. "London, there are 600 
people up the air that you cannot bring down without causing a major 
emergency- you may not have the equipment but we do. We're the only 
hope of saving everyone onboard." 

>Norman took a moment to think, but soon came to his decision. "OK 
International Rescue, you have permission to land. What is your plan 
of action? "<br>"Bef ore we begin" Virgil said, making sure he was in 
control, "I need your assurance that there will be no photographs 
taken of my organisation's aircraft. It is imperative that our 
operational details remain confidential. Secondly, I need an open 
link channel to Eireflash so that we can co-ordinate the rescue." 

>"Understood International Rescue." He turned to his colleagues. 
"Svensson, get airport police on the phone, make sure the 
International Rescue craft is protected at all times." He then turned 
back to his radio station. "Eireflash from London control, I am going 
to be putting you through to an open radio channel- we may just have 
a solution to your situation . "<br>"Roger London." Hanson replied. 
"Eireflash standing by." 

>"Eireflash from International Rescue, can you give me a full 
overview of your current situation? "<br>" International Rescue?" 



Matthews questioned, but Hanson ignored him. 

>"I'm going to guess you know the main points of our situation: The 
main problem is our radiation shielding. Whilst we could stay up here 
for 6 months with these Atomic engines, our radiation shielding is 
going to need replacing in... 12 minutes, otherwise we're done for. 

We can't bring our landing gear down without detonating the bomb, we 
can't set up an emergency landing because the resistive friction will 
be enough to set off the bomb, and we can't stay up here for much 
longer either . "<br>" If we were to land Fireflash on a set of moving 
platforms, and take away the resistive friction, would you be able to 
land without setting off the bomb?" Virgil asked, having now landed 
Thunderbird 2 . 

>"I suppose it would be a better option than any of the others." 
Hanson conceded. "Is that your plan? "<br>" It ' s our best option." 
Virgil then turned to Alan. "Alan, head down to the control centre 
and set up a mobile control. I'll go configure the elevator car 
pods . " 

>"FAB Virgil." Alan said, disappearing into the back of the craft as 
he made his way out . <p> 

The Hood had been waiting for this very moment. He opened up the bag 
he had stashed in the grass, and pulled out the guard uniform. They 
were expecting security to guard Thunderbird 1, but he was going to 
be doing quite the opposite. Quietly and inconspicuously , he made his 
way down to the cordoned off zone; With his uniform and mask on, 
nobody gave him a second look until he reached the entrance to the 
craft . 

>"Hey" The guard said, "I don't recognise you. You must be new 
here?"<br>"Yes" The Hood said, "Of course. I was instructed to stand 
guard, inside the aircraft by our superiors." 

>"Yeah, I don't think so. Show me your identification... Identi... 
Id..." The words trailed off as the guard started to lose 
consciousness , The Hood's yellow, piercing eyes draining his energy. 
As soon as the guard dropped to the floor. The Hood stepped inside, 
and took it all in.<p> 

"The automatic camera detector!" Scott shouted, "Somebody is 
photographing the instrument panels of Thunderbird 1 ! " 

>"Security we have a breach" Slater said down his radio, "Somebody is 
photographing the International Rescue craft, they must be 
apprehended immediately." Slater left the radio channel open for a 
response, when suddenly there was gunfire, the bullet noise echoing 
around the room.<br>"Dr Slater... This is Grobzcyk. The intruder, 
blasted his way past us and stole one of the research helicopters, 
heading North. We're 2 men KIA, Halstridge is badly hurt too..." 

>"Gordon!" Scott commanded, "Stay here and keep preparing the SRXE 
and cutting gear for rescue. We've got to stop the person who took 
those photos and make sure he can't cause any more damage . "<br>" I ' m 
going to take a team outside" Slater said, gathering men. 

>"What are the current Oxygen levels inside the chamber?" Gordon 
asked, before Slater had left . <br>"2 6% . And it's falling faster all 
the time . " 

Lady Penelope sat in her chair, cigarette in one hand and wine glass 
in the other, taking in her expansive living area. It had always 
amazed her how big it actually was, and she was forever finding new 
rooms or passageways, each with its own secrets. Life had been quite 
quiet recently- she hadn't had a visitor for a couple of weeks, and 
none of the organisations she was a patron for had required her for 



an activity in the same time. She was dying for some action soon. 


>"I 'ope I'm not disturbing you, m'lady?" Came a voice from the 
doorway. It was Parker, her butler. He was quite possibly the last 
person you would expect to be a butler, with him being an expert 
safecracker and burglar, but after she had caught him trying to break 
into her Mansion, she decided to give him a chance at redemption, and 
so far he hadn't let her down. Besides, his connections into the 
criminal underworld were invaluable . <br>"Not at all Parker" She said 
softly. "What is the problem?" 

>" International Rescue are calling for you m'lady, shall I let the 
call through? "<br>"Of course Parker." She switched on her pocket 
transceiver. "Lady Penelope to International Rescue, how may I be of 
assistance? " 

>"Lady Penelope" Came Scott's voice from the other end, "Somebody has 
taken off in a helicopter with photographs of Thunderbird 1 and is 
heading in your direction, request that you stop this person escaping 
at all costs . "<br>Finally, she though, there was going to be some 
action. "Of course Scott, I'll be on it right away." She stood up and 
turned to Parker, stubbing out her cigarette. "Parker, get the Rolls. 
We're going on a little assignment." 

Alan was now up in the control room of London Airport, with Virgil 
down in the pod finishing the setup of the Elevator Cars. 

>"How's it going down there?" Alan asked, impatient to get the rescue 
started. <br>"I 'm almost there, the remote Elevator Cars need to 
configure themselves and then I'll be ready." 

>"Well hurry up Virgil, we don't have long left."<br>"I know. 4 
minutes. I've been counting." There was a pause- Alan didn't know how 
to respond- but fortunately Virgil broke the silence, a triumphant 
cry as the Elevator Cars burst into life. 

>"Thunderbirds are go!" He screamed buoyantly as the cars drove out 
of the pod and onto the runway . <br>"OK Eireflash" Alan said over the 
radio, "The Elevator Cars are in place. Begin final approach to 
London Airport, use runway 2-9." 

>"Bring crash crews to the centre of 2-9" Norman added. <br>"Message 
understood" Hanson said, preparing the controls to land. "The 
radiation safety factor is down to just 2 minutes, so we only have 
one attempt at this. Our lives are in your hands now International 
Rescue . " 

Scott and Gordon emerged from the lab, packed with enough equipment 
to take down the entire building. Gordon, with a giant tank hooked 
onto his uniform, was carrying an industrial hose, whilst Scott had 3 
gas canisters strapped to his back and 2 plasma torch cutters. Dr 
Slater had joined them with a battering ram, all 3 of them dressed 
head to toe in fireproof Hazmat suits. 

>"You ready to do this?" Scott asked Slater as they proceeded to the 
first door . <br>"You bet I'm ready." 

>"What's the Oxygen readouts now?" Gordon asked next . <br>"We ' re down 
to 8%. They're beginning to lose consciousness . " 

>"Then we have to move quickly . "<br>They got to the first blast door. 
It stood there, a dull silver block of pure solidity, standing 
between them and the trapped researchers. Gordon stood up first, 
angling the hose at the door. 

>"Do it!" Scott said, and Gordon unleashed the full power of the SRXE 
at the door . <br>" It ' s working!" Slater said triumphantly, thick white 
smoke filling the room as the chemicals reacted with the Technetium 
in the door, the structure weakening as the seconds went on. 



>"Hurry up, come on!" Scoot said, impatiently waiting for the smoke 
to clear. As soon as it did, he switched the gas tanks up to full 
burn, and blasted the door with over SOOOoC of pure thermal energy. 

As the metal began to give way, Scott started to draw an arc- a 
doorway large enough that they would be able to fit 

through . <br>"Now ! " Scott commanded, and Slater smashed the battering 
ram through the door. The Aluminium, now no longer under Technetium 
support, shattered, and they could get through. 

>" International Rescue" Slater said once they were through. "We're 
down to 3%. We have just 2 minutes left."<p> 

"International Rescue from Fireflash, Air speed is 127 knots, 
crosswind 13mph, ETA 30 seconds." 

>"Virgil" Alan transmitted on reception of Fireflash 's message, 
"Increase tracking speed to 109"<br>"FAB" He replied, kicking the 
elevator cars into another gear. He could hear Fireflash behind him 
as it got nearer, and nearer. Soon, its shadow had fallen over the 
elevator cars themselves. 

>"OK Fireflash" Virgil said, "Standby. Standby... Cut engines!" Up in 
the aircraft, Hanson and Matthews simultaneously hit their kill 
buttons, and Fireflash dropped on top of the elevator cars- 
"Fireflash, reverse thrust" Then, for effect, "Now ! "<br>"We ' re still 
moving too fast, we're not going to stop in time" Matthews said, but 
Hanson remained determined. There was a sudden high pitched squeal as 
Virgil locked up the tyres on all 3 elevator cars, the brakes 
attempting to slow them down as much as possible. They slid down the 
runway, and it soon became clear they weren't going to stop before 
they ran out of tarmac. 

>"Brace yourselves!" Virgil shouted as they shot over the edge and 
into the grass. The sudden increase in friction vaulted the lead 
elevator car's rear into the air. Fireflash, however, kept going, 
showering the ground with sparks as the front end scraped against the 
vertically positioned elevator car. Then, just as the remote elevator 
cars hit the dirt, everything stopped. They were all still 
alive . <p> 

Somehow, the thick smoke was getting even thicker, but the progress 
was not getting any faster. Scott cut through the metal panel as 
quickly as he could. Slater waiting impatiently to smash it in. 

>"How much longer? "<br>"Now ! " 

>They were onto the last door. As they entered the final chamber. 
Slater's watch started beeping . <br>"What is that?" Gordon asked. 

>"That's the Oxygen gauge. It's hit zero . "<br>"Then we're going to 
have to move" Scott said, getting in position. Just as before, Gordon 
let loose with the SRXE and Scott torched his way through what was 
left of the door, when suddenly everything stopped. 

>"I'm out of gas!" Scott shouted. "We used so much on the other two 
doors that I have none left . "<br>"We ' re going to just have to go for 
it." Gordon said, and Slater rammed the door. It cracked, but didn't 
break . 

>"Again!" Scott shouted, but again it didn't get through . <br>"One 
last time" Gordon said as he joined Slater in holding the battering 
ram. Taking a run up, they threw themselves at the door, and broke 
straight through it. 

>Scott ran into the room behind them, "Let's get these people out of 
here ! "<p> 


The Rolls-Royce shot down the motorway, a pink blur amongst the trees 



that lined the roadway. Looking out of her window. Lady Penelope 
could see the helicopter, used by their unknown assailant in his 
escape, across the field from them but high in the sky. Thanks to the 
tracking device installed inside the chopper, she and Parker had been 
able to follow it all the way there. 

>"Are you able to get a shot Parker?" Lady P asked, growing slightly 
impatient. They had been following it for 15 minutes now, and she was 
sure that whoever was piloting it would realise something was up 
sooner or later . <br>"No m'lady" Parker responded. "I'm afraid he's 
too ' igh up to get a good shot." 

>"In that case Parker, I believe it is time for plan B"<br>"Of course 
your Ladyship." Parker agreed, pulling over to the side of the road. 
He popped the boot open, and pulled out a Rocket Propelled Grenade 
launcher . 

>"Parker! When I asked you to bring a missile, that's not what I had 
in mind. "<br>"Sorry m'lady, but this is all I could find." Parker 
replied, kneeling down. He waited until the helicopter was just about 
to pass, tracking it carefully, then pulled the trigger, falling flat 
on his back as the rocket flew into the air. Penelope watched as it 
spiralled in flight; It got closer, and closer, then hit the 
helicopter bang on the rear rotor, the force of impact tearing off 
the entire tail section. It hit the ground with an almighty bang, and 
within seconds was engulfed in flames. 

>"Right Parker, let's see what we can recover from the crash 
site . "<p> 

Controller Norman had been waiting patiently for everyone to return, 
but now they had he could get down to business. As Virgil, Hanson and 
Matthews walked into the room, he stood up to greet them. 

>"Gentlemen. I'm glad to see that you're all OK. I must commend you 
International Rescue on the fine job you did saving Fireflash. I'll 
admit I was somewhat sceptical at first, but you more than proved 
yourself. Now onto the second order of business. Whilst you were 
making your way up here, we had someone look over the bomb. They 
recovered a set of fingerprints." He pointed straight at Matthews. 
"They were yours." Suddenly, all eyes we on the co-pilot. He looked 
at all of them, but with no way out, he had no option. He reached 
into his waistband and pulled out his gun, and pointed it at his 
temple . <br>"Will no!" Hanson shouted. "Don't do it." 

>"Why not?" He responded, calmly. "I failed. It's over . "<br>"Over? 
Will for god's sake, what could have possibly achieved by doing 
this ? " 

>"What could I have achieved? That aircraft is a disaster waiting to 
happen! I've been in war, nuclear war. I've seen my friends killed by 
atomic weaponry, AND YOU PUT IT INTO AN AIRCRAFT ! "<br>" 600 people 
could have died, and you would have sacrificed all of them for 
this ! ? " 

>"Nobody cares when somebody dies at war, so I had to make a scene. I 
had to make sure people knew! They had to know!" He screamed, and 
pointed the gun directly at Hanson, fingers curled around the 
trigger. Two shots went off, and the whole room went silent, broken 
only with a thud as Matthews hit the floor. Everyone looked round to 
Virgil Tracy, his own gun shaking in his hands . <br>" I ' m sorry" He 
said, "But I had to." 

The sun was rising on Tracy Island, though naturally nobody had been 
able to get any sleep. The boys were all gathered in their living 
area, along with Jeff and Colonel Langley. John, not wanting to miss 
the party, was watching through his communicator . 



>"I want to thank all of you boys" Langley began. "What you did out 

there, both at my research facility and at London Airport are nothing 

more than heroic. You saved lives, and you should be proud of that. I 

didn't know what I was investing in when I helped you all set up, but 

now I do. Gentlemen, I believe International Rescue is now in 
business ! "<br>" I can go with that!" Scott said, and they all cheered. 

>"I believe this is my cue to leave before people wonder where I am" 
Langley said, and both he and Jeff exited. That left just the 
boys . <br>"Well I don't know about you, but I feel this calls for a 
celebration" Scott said, heading over to his father's desk. He opened 
the top draw, pulled out a set of Cuban cigars and a bottle of 
whiskey . 

>"Well you can count me in" Virgil said, lighting his and the rest of 
his brothers' cigars with his handy pocket lighter. "You know dad's 
going to kill us when he realises we've stolen half his cigar 
collection . "<br>"Not if we find a way to replace them first... Alan, 
Gordon. Can I tempt you with some of dad's finest whiskey?" 

>"No, we've got something much classier" Gordon said, pulling a 
bottle of champagne from behind the sofa. Scott grinned, impressed at 
Gordon's hiding skills . <br>"What about you John?" Alan asked to John 
on the monitor. 

>"I'm sticking to a good, old fashioned beer" He replied, holding up 
his bottle . <br>" I forgot you had a stash up there with you." Virgil 
said, saluting his brother. 

>"Well I think I should propose a toast" Scott said, climbing onto 
the table. "To International Rescue- we started our operation with a 
bang, and long may it continue ! "<br>"To International Rescue!" They 
all chorused. 

In that moment, they all knew they had started something 
special . 


3. Project Atlantis 
**PROJECT ATLANTIS** 

The sun was out over Tracy Island, a signal that another beautiful 
summer's day was upon them. Despite it being just 7 in the morning, 
Scott was already out by the pool, laying down and enjoying his 
breakfast. Almost 48 hours had passed since their first double 
rescue, but nothing else had come their way. Of course, despite the 
news coverage of 'Who is International Rescue', there were plenty of 
people around the world who still had no idea who they were. That 
would all come with time- for now, John was up in Thunderbird 5 
listening out for any potential situations that could need their 
help, but as of yet everything seemed to be in hand. 

>"You're up a bit early?" Came a voice from behind Scott. He didn't 
need to turn round to know that it was Tin-Tin . <br>"Well, you're up 
just as early as I am." He responded as she came down to the pool to 
join him. 

>"It's a lovely day today." Tin-Tin remarked. "Might be a nice time 

to go down to the beach for a while . "<br>"Would be a nicer day to me 

if we were out saving the world." 

>"A11 in good time Scott, once people know the name of International 
Rescue, you'll have plenty of distress calls . "<br>"Well somebody 
already knew who were we" Scott said, "Lady Penelope never found a 
body at the crash site either. Parker reckons that whoever was in it 

managed to escape just before it went up in flames." 



>"They managed to recover the film though? "<br>"Yeah, or at least 
what was left of it. Nobody could use it in that state. Still, I 
can't help shake the feeling that the attack on Nova was intended for 
us. Somebody wanted to draw us out." 

>"Well Penelope said she's tell us if she found anything, so stop 
worrying. Enjoy your breakfast, you're wasting sunlight . "<p> 

The trail had led her to a warehouse- it looked abandoned, but she 
couldn't be sure. After consulting with Dr Slater, Penelope had 
mapped out the maximum distance the helicopter would have been able 
to do, along with anything of interest along the route. As it turned 
out, this industrial warehouse was the only thing that actually 
existed along the route, unless he had been looking to park it in the 
middle of a field. 

>"Find anything h ' interest ing, m'lady?" Parker asked as he crossed 
the room, also surveying the area . <br>"Not yet Parker, but we did 
only just get here." She replied, walking over to one of the many 
cabinets. "It seems this place has been deserted for a while." 

>"I wouldn't be so sure of that m'lady. Found some tyre tracks over 
here. Oil and grease too . "<br>"How intriguing." Lady P responded. She 
attempted to open the first cabinet, but it was locked, so she moved 
onto the next one. With one almighty whack the door flew open, but 
inside looked empty. All she could find was a piece of scrap paper. 
"What's this then?" She asked herself. The paper had writing on it, 
but Penelope couldn't work out what it said. "Parker, come and have a 
look at this . " 

>"Of course, m'lady" He responded, and joined her. He gave the paper 
a quick once over, then handed it back. "I believe this is sort h'of 
letter"<br>" I do believe you could be right Parker. What does it 
say ? " 

_To 'The Hood', as you still like to call yourself, _ 

_I am writing on behalf of a group of clients very interested in a 
proposition you made to an acquaintance of mine. Whilst we remain 
sceptical that such an organisation as 'International Rescue' exists, 
we would very much like to be at the front when you receive the 
information you require to make a transaction. Should the technology 
you describe genuinely exist, then my group would be willing to pay 
above market rates to acquire it exclusively. Do not let us 
down ._ 

_With Love, 

>Scarlett<em> 

"Take the letter back to FAB 1 Parker" Lady Penelope said, "I have a 
video call that I have to make." 

>As Parker walked off, she brought out her compact receiver. Turning 
it on, she initiated a call to Tracy Island. .. <br>" Jeff , it's Lady 
Penelope. I have some leads on our mystery man you may be interested 

in . " 

>"Go ahead Penny" Jeff replied. He was, as usual, sitting at his 
desk, ready in case John came through with any emergency 
calls . <br>"Myself and Parker have tracked his movements to an 
abandoned Industrial complex just south of Birmingham. After finding 
a letter, I now believe the person we are looking for is known as 
'The Hood', and that he was readying a business deal to sell off your 
technology at the highest price." 

>"Wow... Well thank you Penny" Jeff said, rather stunned. "I'll send 
this information on to Colonel Langley, see if he has any knowledge 



of this character . "<br>"F . A . B . Jeff" Penelope said, and switched off 
the link. Jeff meanwhile sat there, shocked. Hundreds of questions 
were going through his head- Just how close had International Rescue 
come to being compromised on their first ever mission? If 'The Hood' 
was still alive, would he try again to photograph their craft and 
hence put more lives at risk? And how the hell did he already know 
about International Rescue's existence before they had begun 
operations? For now, they were questions he wouldn't be able to 
answer, but hopefully Colonel Langley would have more luck with the 
contacts he has at his disposal. He would likely have to wait until 
the Navy Sea Trials were over to ask, but that gave him more time to 
try and make sense of everything that was going on. 

In the vast Atlantic ocean, there was one small, dark dot sitting on 
top of the water, riding the high cresting waves and extreme breeze 
that rocked it back and forth. The _USS Gonzales_, a monstrous battle 
cruiser that was 1km in length and 300m wide, not only was it the 
most almighty of warships, but it also acted as the central hub for 
the North American Navy Sea Trials. Everything, from state of the art 
sonar equipment to supersonic jet fighters could be found somewhere 
on the ship- and all of this was under the command of one man. 
Commander Julian Storm. 

>"Mason!" He bellowed from the large platform at the top of the 
Command centre. The entire room was a hive of activity, with everyone 
focused on separate, yet interlinked, naval pro jects . <br>"Yes 
Commander Storm" Mason answered, looking up from his station. 

>"What is the status of the Stealth Submarines? They're not showing 
up on my scanner . "<br>"All stealth ships have been launched sir, 
they're in the water waiting." 

>"Excellent, that means the cloaking is working. Set Project Atlantis 
onto them. "<br>"Right away Commander." 

>Commander Storm went back to his control console. Erom there he 
could oversee everything that was going on- but, out of everything. 
Project Atlantis was the thing he was most proud of. A submarine 
built like an underwater tank, it was the biggest, toughest 
underwater machine they had in their arsenal. And, with revolutionary 
radar reflection software, it was able to detect anything in its 
path, even cloaked stealth vehicles, which is exactly what it was 
doing now . <br>"Targets 300m and closing" Mason said to no-one in 
particular, knowing Storm would likely hear it anyway. "200m and 
closing... 100m and closing... Targets locked, firing missiles!" 

>"Well?" Storm asked, expectantly . <br>"All targets have been 
successfully destroyed sir" Mason shouted out, and Storm gave himself 
a little fist pump celebration. 

>"OK Mason, bring Atlantis back to base." This was, in Storm's 
opinion, the best part about his creation- it was completely 
unmanned. The only person controlling it was safe back here on the 
Gonzalez; Why send people into war if you didn't have to? Storm took 
another look at his control board, watching the pieces float around. 
But then he spotted something; Atlantis was still heading away from 
them. <br>"Mason, I told you to bring Atlantis back here." 

>"I am sir" He replied, confused. <br>"Well you're not, Atlantis is 
still heading towards the mainland." 

>Mason began fiddling around with the controls, but he could tell 
something was up. "Commander Storm, Atlantis is not responding to my 
controls . "<br>"What? ! " 

>"I've lost control with Atlantis Sir, it's set a collision course 
for New York City, and I can't stop it."<p> 



It had suddenly gone all quiet on Tracy Island. Scott was asleep on a 
lilo floating in the pool, Virgil and Gordon were out shooting 
targets in the gun range, Alan and Tin-Tin were god knows where doing 
god knows what. Brains was in the lab working on his new project, a 
relief drone, and Kyrano was helping Grandma Tracy prepare for the 
day's lunch. That left Jeff alone at his desk with nothing but his 
cigar to keep him company. No matter how he put it, all he could 
think about was who was trying to steal their secrets. He'd be lying 
if he said he hadn't considered shutting the entire operation down, 
but he knew that it wouldn't solve anything. No, he had to trust the 
people around him, like Lady Penelope and Colonel Langley. He was 
just about to get into another train of thought, but something 
stopped him, a load, consistent beeping noise... John's portrait! 

>"Go ahead John, it's nice to finally hear from you . "<br>" It ' s nice 
to have something to speak to you about. There's a situation in the 
Atlantic Ocean, of the coast of New York that I've been keeping an 
eye on. We may just have our next rescue mission." 

"Are you sure there's nothing you can do?" Storm asked. Having now 
walked down to join Mason at his control station, he was trying to 
help the situation. 

>"The controls are completely dead. No matter what I do, Atlantis 
won't change course . "<br>"Have you mapped its course?" 

>"I have" Mason then zoomed out, revealing more of the surrounding 
landscape. "If Atlantis continues on its present course, it will 
collide with the Brooklyn outer limits. Unfortunately, that's not the 
end of it- at the speed Atlantis is going, hitting that wall is going 
to produce enough force that it would detonate the atomic reactor and 
wipe out half of New York . "<br>"Can we send anything out, try to stop 
Atlantis using force?" Storm asked, suddenly worried that he may have 
built Atlantis a bit **too **good. 

>"No" Mason replied. "We're too far away. Even with the fastest sub 
on the base, it wouldn't get there in time . "<br>"We have to do 
something. Think man, we must think of something." 

"So that's the situation father" John said, finishing his explanation 
of the situation in the Atlantic. "As far as I can tell, their sub is 
heading on a collision course with New York and they can't seem to 
stop it. I believe they're preparing to send a submersible drone to 
try and jam the frequency, just in case its control has been taken 
over by someone else, but it doesn't look too hopeful." 

>"OK John, thank you." Jeff replied. <br>"Shall we call everyone else 
back in?" 

>"I don't know John, this is a tricky position to be in. The Navy 
have their own ways of doing things and we might not be welcome to 
interrupt that, especially if this Submarine houses top secret 
technology. I'll bring in the boys and brief them, but I think we 
should wait and see how their drone attempt goes before 
launching . "<br>"Understood father. I'll be standing by up here." 

The jewels, spread around the temple, shimmered in the blazing 
sunlight. The Hood had always admired jewellery, precious stones and 
anything shiny that had value. It made him feel special, powerful. 
Most of them were part of payments for jobs, or gifts from long time 
allies. His favourite, a giant green emerald set in pure gold, had 
been a gift from Scarlett. If he could call anyone a favourite 
client, it would be Scarlett. So far he had not failed her, and he 
would not fail her. She wanted the secrets of International Rescue 



and he would deliver them to her. 

>"You're staring at my Emerald again, aren't you?" Came a voice from 
behind the curtains. It was a rule that nobody could enter the main 
chamber of The Hood's temple, one people respected. Nobody could see 
his true identity- anonymity was key. He didn't need to see her to 
know it was Scarlett . <br>"Yes, yes I am." 

>"The battlefield is changing my friend. Soon nobody will care about 
Emeralds and Sapphires. You're one of the last of a dying breed of 
criminal contractors, and I like that, but my clients aren't quite as 
sympathetic. We're now convinced by your efforts that International 
Rescue does in fact exist, and I want you to keep up the fight; If 
not for them them, for me. The battlefield <strong>is<strong> 
changing my friend, things have become far more complicated. Be 
careful, get it done." 

>And with that, she was gone. And all that was left in her place was 
a small sapphire sitting on the temple floor. <p> 

The whir or the helicopter's rotor blades beat down on the water like 
a drum, throwing ripples out in melodic patterns. It stopped, 
steadied, waited for the signal. 

>"The drone is in place to be dropped Commander . "<br>"Do it Mason." 

>The drone hit the water with a splash, then began sinking down to 
its required depth. Slowly but surely it reached the sea bed, and 
began to hover just slightly above it.<br>"I do hope this works 
Mason" Storm said, holding faith in his creation. 

>"If anyone is using another frequency, this will stop it. Once 
Atlantis enters the wavelength reduction field given out by the 
drone, every signal other than the one being transmitted from USS 
Gonzales will be blocked out and we should have control 
again . "<br>"How long until contact?" 

>"20 seconds. Atlantis is on approach to the zone . "<br>"This is it" 
Storm commented, "This is the moment of truth." 

>"Atlantis is inside the zone ! "<br>"Do it" Storm commanded, and Mason 
forced each of his joysticks to the right, which should have taken 
Atlantis off course. 

It didn't. It hadn't worked. 

"Atlantis has exited the exclusion zone" Mason said, almost as 
quietly as he dared. Storm just turned away in anguish. He was used 
to failure, but not of this magnitude. Plus it ruled out a hostile 
takeover, which Storm had almost hoped it was. Hostile takeovers are 
easier to fix. 

>"We have a strike satellite over the Atlantic, we could position to 
take out Atlantis with an orbital strike?" Mason suggested. <br>"Out 
of the question!" Storm snapped. "There is no way we're detonating 
that atomic reactor in the middle of the Atlantic ocean! Not only 
would we be losing a $1B investment but it would pollute the entire 
New York water system with radioactive waste." 

>"It's better than the sub detonating on New York itself . "<br>" It may 
be better but it isn't good enough. No, there's nothing we can do 
now; Someone else has to take over. I'm calling International 
Rescue . " 

John was sitting up in Thunderbird 5, chewing gum and sitting 
patiently at his station. He was trying to determine whether USS 
Gonzales had been successful, but the lack of radio traffic suggested 
otherwise. He opened up another packet of gum, ready to replace the 
set he'd been chewing for the past 2 hours. He made a mental note to 



get some more when he was back on Tracy Island, aswell as getting 
Virgil to help him smuggle more alcohol onboard. He couldn't smoke on 
Thunderbird 5 for safety reasons, but that didn't bother him that 
much, he was hardly like his father or Scott. 

>"Calling International Rescue, calling International Rescue!" the 
speaker suddenly screeched, grabbing John's attention . <br>"Looks like 
some action now" He said, moving over to the secondary command 
console. "This is International Rescue Space Station reading you loud 
and clear . " 

>"Thank God. My name is Commander Julian Storm of the United States 
Navy, and we need your help . "<br>"What is the situation Commander?" 

>"We've lost control of one of our submarines, a top secret project 
codenamed Atlantis, and it's heading on a collision course with New 
York City with no way of stopping. We've tried everything we can but 
it's not stopping. And on top of that, Atlantis runs on a state of 
the art atomic reactor; At the speed it's going, the force of impact 
could cause the reactor to detonate and destroy New York . "<br>"Wow" 
John said, "That's serious. We'll be there as soon as possible, just 
hold tight and keep trying." 

>John moved back over to his main console, and hit the transmission 
button to Tracy Island. <br>" John ! " Jeff answered. "Any news?" 

>"I've just been talking to Commander Storm of the US Navy. The 
mission is a go . "<br>"Good. Scott, set off immediately for the USS 
Gonzales and set up a mobile command onboard after you rendezvous 
with Commander Storm. Virgil, take Gordon, Brains and Pod 4, Scott 
should give you Atlantis' co-ordinates once he lands. This is top 
priority rescue, the whole of New York is counting on us. Let's make 
sure we succeed." 

Scott, having been a part of the Air Force before International 
Rescue had been created, had heard plenty of stories from his Navy 
friends about the USS Gonzales, but only now that he was hovering 
over it in Thunderbird 1 could he appreciate the immense size and 
power of the carrier warship. There was one good thing to its size 
though- he had plenty of room to set down Thunderbird 1 . And, with 
this being a top secret ship itself, he wasn't overly worried about 
International Rescue's secrets being exposed to the world, though he 
had made Commander Storm perfectly aware of the situation. As he 
engaged the retro thrusters, he looked out to see that Storm was 
already waiting for him. 

>" International Rescue?" He enquired once Scott had disembarked, 
which Scott affirmed for him. "It's good to see you. You should come 
with me down to the control room. "<br>"Understood. Our heavy rescue 
craft should be on the scene within the next 5 minutes." 

>"Good, we don't have much time left . "<br>Storm led Scott down into 
the control room, which had now been mainly evacuated except for 
essential personnel. 

>"Does Colonel Langley know about the situation?" Scott 
asked. <br>"No . I felt it better not to get him involved unless 
absolutely necessary." 

>"Well I think now might be necessary . "<br>Storm nodded his 
agreement, then moved him over to the central command console, where 
he introduced Mason. 

>"It's nice to meet you...?" Mason said, extending a hand, though he 
didn't know Scott's name.<br>"My name isn't important. Just call me 
International Rescue." Scott replied. "How's the situation?" 

>"Honestly? Not good. Whilst Commander Storm was waiting for you to 



arrive I decided to try and map the impact area, and I found out it 
isn't the impact area at all . "<br>"What do you mean?" Storm asked. 

>"It turns out that there's an underwater tunnel in that area that 
Atlantis will go straight into. It's known as the Leckritz Tunnel 
after the guy that accidentally discovered it . "<br>"Well I guess that 
gives us more time to fix the problem" Scott said. 

>"Yes, but this tunnel ends right in the heart of New York. If you're 
unsuccessful and that Sub crashes, we're looking at a death and 
destruction total 3x what it was initially . "<br>"Well then we'll have 
to make sure we don't fail" Scott said, turning on his comms . 
"International Rescue to Thunderbird 2, what's your status?" 

>"We're pretty much here" Virgil replied. "Gordon and Brains are 
onboard Thunderbird 4 and ready to drop."<p> 

Pod 4 hit the ocean with a great splash, throwing water high into the 
air. Once everything had settled down, the door to the pod began to 
slowly swing open, the mechanical systems whirring in operation. 
There, inside the pod, was International Rescue's very own yellow 
submarine . 

>"A11 systems operational" Gordon said from the pilot's seat. 
"Thunderbird 4 is ready for launch . "<br>"FAB" Virgil replied. 
"Thunderbirds are go" 

>"H-Here we go" Brains added, just as the internal rail extended into 
the water. After flicking the many switches above him into the 'on' 
position, Thunderbird 4 shot down the rail and straight into the 
water . <br>"Thunderbird 2 and Mobile Control from Thunderbird 4, I'm 
under the ocean and ready for action." 

>"You remember the plan, right Gordon?" Virgil asked 

sarcastically . <br>"Oh yeah, I remember the plan" Gordon replied, with 
just as much sass. "Find the giant nuclear submarine, somehow get 
Brains into a wetsuit, then manually rewire the control board so that 
I control it from Thunderbird 4. Simple... enough." 

>"You know I can h-hear you, right?" Brains asked from behind 
Gordon . <br>" I ' 11 leave you to it then" Virgil said. "See you after 
you save the world." 

>Gordon went back to his controls, moving to the pre-determined 
destination. "Thunderbird 4 to Mobile control, quick question. Where 
actually is Atlantis?"<br>"It should be right behind you" Scott 
replied, just as a giant shadow descended onto Thunderbird 4. 

>"Yeah don't worry about it, I can definitely see it now. And my god 
is it big . "<br>"You think Atlantis is big, you should see the USS 
Gonzales . " 

>"Guys" Storm interjected. "I don't want to break up your 
conversation, but I'd quite like to stop my submarine destroying New 
York . "<br>"Don ' t worry" Gordon replied, "I'm right alongside Atlantis 
now. Brains, have you got your wetsuit on?" 

>"Y-Yes Gordon, I'm ready to go . "<br>"Excellent news. I'm opening the 
hatch doors now- let's go stop a submarine." 

Jeff stood leaning over the balcony, staring aimlessly into the water 
below. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't stop thinking about the 
rescue mission. He wondered if it would become a recurring theme- to 
always start to worry every time his boys went off on a mission. He 
was always so calm, so authoritative when conducting International 
Rescue with the boys there, but as soon as they left, they were on 
their own. Sure, he could radio them, but what use would it be? The 
most likely thing it would be is a distraction. No, he had to keep 



his faith. They were all talented kids, much more talented than 
himself, they would do it. 

>"Are you OK Mr Tracy?" Came a voice from the doorway. Jeff turned 
around to find Tin-Tin standing there . <br>"Yes, I'm fine Tin-Tin. Is 
Alan with you?" 

>"He's in the kitchen making himself a drink." She said. Jeff 
couldn't help but notice she looked nervous, but then he must look 
nervous as hell himself, so he brushed it of f . <br>"How ' s the rescue 
going? " 

>"Well: Scott, Virgil, Gordon and Brains are all in New York now. We 
won't know how the mission has gone until they radio back in. Right 
now anything could be happening . "<br>" I ' m sure it's all going fine" 
Tin-Tin replied. "They've been practising for rescues since you 
brought them all back to the Island 6 months ago. I'm sure they know 
what they're doing." 

>"You're probably right Tin-Tin, but I can't help but 
worry . "<br>" It ' s only natural I guess. I'd be lying if I said I 
didn't worry either. Anyway, I think I should go and check on how 
Alan's getting on with the drinks." And with that, Tin-Tin was 
gone . 

"How did it go?" Alan asked when Tin-Tin joined him in the kitchen. 

>"I couldn't do it Alan, I couldn't tell him. I just got so 
nervous ... "<br>"That ' s OK, we'll try another time. Your father is 
fine with it, so I'm sure that dad and my brothers will be cool with 
us being in a relationship too! We'll just have to find an 
opportunity when everyone is together to tell them. Don't worry, we 
won't have to hide it much longer, you'll see." 

In a list of sights that Gordon had never expected to see, watching 
Brains float toward a giant Submarine in a wetsuit was up there with 
John downing an entire bottle of Vodka during their Poker tournament 
and Virgil diving off the roof of the house into the family pool 
whilst wearing his uniform after Alan had dared him. But there he 
was, alongside the sub, with Gordon alongside him. Brains, to his 
credit, was working as fast as he could whilst wearing gloves. He had 
just managed to open the access panel and disconnected all of the 
wires. Now all he had to do was attach the redirection module, and 
TB4 would have control. With his right hand he reached into his 
pocket for the module, whilst stabilising himself with his left. 
Steadily, he placed the module into the small opening within the 
panel. He was just about to twist it into the operating position when 
a sudden rush of water hit him as the sub went through a vortex. The 
marked change in pressure hit Atlantis like a hurricane, slamming the 
access panel straight into Brains' hand. Gasping in pain he released 
his grip on the module, which flew out into the open sea. Cursing 
under his breath, he went to grab his radio, but he couldn't- His 
hand wouldn't move. He tried to force the access panel back open, but 
no matter how hard he tried, it wouldn't budge. It was jammed shut. 

He tried and tried, but to no avail. Now he was not only riding along 
on a ticking time bomb, but he was stuck. 

Gordon heard Brains' scream over the radio, and instantly started 
shouting down it, trying to ask if he was alright. 

>"I-I'm OK Gordon, but I think we may need to go to p-plan B"<br>"We 
have a plan B?" 

>"We <em>don't <em>have a plan B?" 

>"No... what the hell happened there anyway, you sounded like your 
arm had just come of f . "<br>"Close . I t-think we hit a water vortex. 



and the access panel has jammed shut on my hand. I've lost the module 
and I'm trapped on the s-submarine . " 

>"Can you see any way out?" Gordon asked, increasing his thrust power 
to pull up exactly alongside Brains. Brains himself started to look 
around to see if there was anything Gordon might be able to use to 
either free him or stop Atlantis. As he scanned the top of the 
submarine, something caught his eye. It was an antenna. 

Interesting. . . <p> 

"Thunderbird 4 to Mobile Control" Gordon said into his radio, once 
Brains had relayed his message. 

>"Thunderbird 4!" Scott replied. "What's going on down 
there? "<br>"We ' ve hit a few problems- Brains is stuck, we've lost the 
module we've now just entered the underwater tunnel, which gives us 
only 5 minutes until we hit the end of the road, but we may have a 
solution. I'm going to pass you over to Brains" 

>"C-Commander S-Storm?" Brains stuttered. "I'm looking at an antenna, 
dead centre of the Atlantis' top deck. Can you tell me its 
purpose? "<br>" I can" Mason replied. "It's a Gold-Astatine radio 
receiver, so that I can control it from here." 

>"You do know Astatine receivers don't work in water? "<br>"Of course, 
which is why we gave it a radio-transparent housing." 

>Brains looked back up at Atlantis. There was definitely no housing. 
"I'm afraid your antenna is very much exposed. "<br>"That would 
explain a lot" Storm said. "Atlantis must have taken its last command 
as gospel once it stopped receiving our instructions. What's your 
plan?" He directed at Brains. 

>"Thunderbird 4 has an EMPG, the only option is to hit Atlantis with 
it and hope it stops in time . "<br>"Good luck Thunderbird 4" Scott 
said, then closed the channel. The BMP would fry their radios anyway, 
there was no point listening to static. 

>"Are you ready Gordon?" Brains said, readying himself . <br>"EMPG is 
online. I'm ready on your signal." 

>"There's a wide open-ning in the tunnel soon, w-wait until we get... 
there... now!" As soon as Brains gave the signal, Gordon hit the 
button with all his force. The EMP hit Atlantis like a shockwave, 
killing all systems at once. The access panel trapping Brains flew 
open, the sudden change in momentum throwing him away from the sub 
and crashing into the tunnel wall. Atlantis itself dropped, hitting 
the sea bed and bouncing up.<br>'It's not slowing down enough' Gordon 
thought, still beside it. He could see the end of the tunnel as 
Atlantis hit the sea floor again, throwing up stones into Gordon's 
path. Determined to stop it, Gordon side slammed into the stricken 
sub, forcing it into the side of the wall. It defelcted off and into 
the gravel again- but this time it hit it sideways, and the sudden 
increase in horizontal friction caused Atlantis to flip over. When it 
hit the floor again, all of its forward momentum had gone, and it 
slid to a halt. And, as Gordon finally looked, he realised they were 
just meters from the end of the tunnel. 

Colonel Langley had a weird sense of humour. Having been informed 
International Rescue had just saved New York from one of his 
Submarines, he had offered to take Jeff and the boys, along with 
Brains and Tin-Tin, to dinner in the city as his way of saying Thank 
You. All of that was normal enough, until he revealed they would be 
eating at _La Misana Pizzeria_, directly on top of where Project 
Atlantis had just come to rest. 

>"I have a question" Langley directed at the table. "Why couldn't you 
have just hit Atlantis with an EMP straight away? "<br>"Because we 
didn't know what the problem was" Scott replied. "If it had been a 



faulty reactor core, electrifying it could have send the submarine 
into meltdown." 

>"Haven't you talked enough about work?" Jeff asked, "This is time to 
enjoy ourselves . "<br>"Of course Jeff, I was just curious is all. It's 
going to be a long day of paperwork tomorrow, sorting this mess out." 

>"What actually happens now?" Virgil enquired. <br>"We start Project 
Atlantis again, from scratch. There were some good concept in there, 
but we must ensure this never happens again. Fortunately Brains has 
offered to help us with the new design, and has already suggested 
replacing atomic power with Ion-Plasma cells, which after today I 
heartily agree with. Unfortunately, when something like this happens 
in the public eye somebody has to take the fall, and on this occasion 
Commander Storm has been relieved of his duties. He was a good 
friend, and I have no doubt our paths will cross again, but 
ultimately this was his project. There is good news to come out of 
this though- Mason has been offered a promotion to Captain, and the 
chance to lead Project Atlantis II. In the end, I'm just glad this 
City and its people were saved." 

>"I wonder when the pizza's going to arrive?" Alan said, having just 
ignored everything Colonel Langley had said. <br>"Don ' t worry Alan, 

I'm sure it'll arrive soon" Tin-Tin replied. 

>"Yeah" Alan muttered under his breath, "Maybe I want it to arrive 
soon so we can make our bloody announcement." But before he could do 
anything, it was Colonel Langley that stood up . <br>"Ladies and 
gentlemen" He said, addressing the entire restaurant. "4 days ago our 
planet was graced by an organisation that is as selfless in saving 
others as it is quick and decisive. They not only saved 600 people 
onboard Fireflash, but also 3 men, trapped in an airless room. Now, 
less than 24 hours ago they helped save the great city of New York 
from catastrophe. We don't know who they are or where they come from, 
but we know that, if our life is at risk, they will save us. I'd like 
to propose a toast, to International Rescue!" 

>"TO INTERNATIONAL RESCUE!" The crowd cheered out, raising their 
glasses, yet they had no idea that the people who saved their lives 
were sitting in the very same room.<p> 


4 . Re-Entry 
**RE-ENTRY** 

Scott's head was clear, a blank canvas of thought. He pictured 
himself standing in a room of all white, that he could colour in any 
way. He often did this during his time in the Air Eorce, when all of 
the action was so intense he needed to detach himself from reality to 
bring himself back. Now he was doing it for International Rescue. It 
never lasted forever, soon he was right back where he left off, but 
for now he closed his eyes, took it all in, formulated his own plan. 
Then the explosion shattered his silence. It was so loud he shot up 
in his seat, but the piercing white light of the blaze was so 
blinding he had to turn Thunderbird 1 away from the danger zone- he 
rather cherished his sight. When he turned the craft back round, the 
entire cliffside was ablaze in an inferno of molten rock and 
poisonous gas. This was it then, the complex was finished. 

>"Virgil!" He shouted down the radio, "Virgil, you have to get out of 
there now! The whole complex has just gone up ! "<br>"Yeah I know!" 
Virgil responded over the crackling radio link, the rocks causing an 
imbalance of interference. "I've managed to free the workers but this 



place is a maze and we can't find a way out." 

>Another jet of fire shot up into the air, and Scott could see the 
entire cliff face begin to split into two . <br>"Virgil, I give you 
about 30 seconds before this cliff splits in half, you have to get 
out of there now." 

>"It's OK Scott, I've f . . . nd the main t...nnel, we're just exiting 
the CO... lex n . . w . . . "<br>Virgil ' s voice trailed off as the 
interference grew too great for Scott to bear. Grimacing, he turned 
his radio off. 

And the entire complex detonated. 

The explosion hit Thunderbird 1 like a 40 tonne jackhammer, sending 
it spinning wildly off course. The sudden increase in g-force threw 
Scott out of his seat and against the roof of Thunderbird 1, snapping 
his neck back as he hit the top. He only blacked out for a couple of 
seconds, but when he came to, Thunderbird 1 was already spiralling 
towards the ground in a manic dive. 

>"No!" He shouted, and tried to walk back to his seat, but stumbled 
to the floor as his brain rushed passed his body in a blurry head 
rush. "Aaaargh, come on Scott, you can do this!" He said, motivating 
himself as he dragged his body across the ground, and into his seat. 
Fumbling for his controls, he finally found his right hand seat 
lever, and pushed it into its maximum forward position, and 
Thunderbird 1 stopped dead in its tracks, hovering just a few metres 
above the ground. Scott let out a great sigh, slumping back in his 
seat in relief. Then a thought came into his head: <br>"Virgil" 

>"Right behind you" He responded. "We got out just in time. Looks 
like Thunderbird 1 took quite a beating from that explosion. Brains 
is going to love trying to fix that mess . "<br>"Thunderbird 1 wasn't 
the only thing to take a beating" Scott replied wearily, his body 
feeling heavy and lethargic from the insane stress it had been put 
under . 

>"You OK Scott?"<br>"I think so, I should be alright to get this 
thing back to base. Just don't tell dad I blacked out or he'll put me 
on indefinite sick leave like he did Gordon after the Detroit 
HydroDam rescue." 

>"You actually...? Jesus Scott, you should tell dad and make sure you 
haven't done any damage to yourself . "<br>" I ' 11 be fine Virgil, 
really. Now let's get out of here, you have passengers to drop 
off . " 

Floating in space was fun. Really, really fun. For Daniella Brinkov, 
it had been her dream since she was a little girl, and now here she 
was. Of course, she wasn't supposed to be 'just floating' in space, 
but she'd finished fixing the faulty command module and had at least 
3 hours left in her oxygen tank, so she thought she might just float 
around for a bit. 

>"Dani, you finished fixing the module yet or not?"<br> ' Well ' , she 
thought, 'that lasted long'. "Yes Marcus, I've finished fixing the 
module, all systems should be back online." 

>"Excellent! Now get yourself back onboard, no point staying outside 
by yourself and wasting oxygen"<br>"Yeah, no point to you maybe" She 
sighed, but she knew Marcus wouldn't let go about it, so she made her 
way to the airlock and entered the station. KR-13 was a Russian led 
observation space station that contained 5 crew members. Daniella 
herself was the engineer of the group, whilst Marcus was overall 
project leader- though everyone wished he wasn't. He wasn't even 
properly Russian, as people always liked to point out. Then again. 



neither was she. The other members of the space station included Igor 
Crancovic- the communicat ions officer, Dimitri Brokalovic- 
navigations and experimentations expert, and Valentina Saschenko- 
data expert of the working team. The 5 of them had been onboard KR-13 
for almost 2 months now, watching the world for all of the fun 
interactions the cosmos were having with the Earth's atmosphere. Some 
of them were fascinating, an intricate mix of every colour in the 
universe, constantly shifting in dimension. Some of them were 
invisible, explosions of energy that could only be seen by KR-13 's 
incredible computers. Some of them had never been seen before; some 
of them would always remain hidden; Some of them were deadly. 

The sun was shining on Lady Penelope, the beautiful day that it was. 
But for her, this was not a time to be sitting out and relaxing, this 
was a time to get down to business. Since International Rescue had 
first started, she had been tracking down information on The Hood, 
and now she was ready to report back. Carefully, she twisted the 
handle of her teapot, and opened the link to Tracy Island; 

>" International Rescue from Lady Penelope. Come in International 
Rescue . "<br>"Penny ! " Jeff exclaimed. "It's nice to hear from you 
again. What's the news this time?" 

>"I've concluded my research into 'The Hood'. I fear he may be 
someone far more dangerous than we first envisaged. "<br>"I see. What 
are the details?" 

>"After consulting a few of my- well, Parker's- contacts, it would 
seem that this character is very well known in the criminal black 
markets. He specialises in sabotage stealing technological secrets, 
and is willing to completely disregard everybody's safety to acquire 
them. "<br>"That sounds serious. Have the authorities not found this 
criminal ? " 

>"They've tried, but I'm afraid they've been rather unsuccessful . 
There's something else though; The Hood supposedly possesses powers 
of some kind, that can disorientate or hypnotise people, and I fear 
that is what makes him so dangerous . "<br>"Powers?" Jeff queried. "How 
reliable are these contacts?" 

>"Parker trusts them, and therefore so do I. How are the boys?" She 
said, changing the sub ject . <br>"Scott and Virgil are just back from a 
rescue in the Swiss Alps. Scott's pretty banged up but I think he's 
going to be fine. Another successful mission." 

>"That's good to hear. Give the boys all the best from me, and be 
careful Jeff" Penelope finished with, and shut off the 
line . <p> 

Scott didn't know how long he'd been asleep, but he knew that however 
long it had been, it was worth it. As he stood up, he felt much 
better. Fitter, stronger, recovered. After landing he had gone 
straight to his room and fallen asleep. Virgil, naturally, had told 
Jeff everything about the rescue, including the fact that Scott had 
been unconscious. Jeff, the overly concerned father that he was, went 
to check on Scott, but as he was asleep he decided to leave him 
alone. Now, Scott was awake again, and ready for action. 

>"I heard you took quite a beating" came a voice, and Scott almost 
jumped out of his skin . <br>" Jesus Penny you almost scared me to 
death." He said, resting a hand on his chest as a symbol of his 
raised heartbeat. 

>"Forgive me for being concerned for your wellbeing." Penny replied, 
before adding "Are you OK? "<br>"Yeah I'm fine, nothing I couldn't 
sleep off. It's nice of you to check up on me. Certainly beats Alan 
jumping on my bed and asking half a dozen questions about how I 



almost became incapacitated . " 

>"Well, it wouldn't be very good of me if I didn't, would it? 

Although I always have faith in your capability to survive your 
rescues, it doesn't stop me worrying about you."<br>"I think you 
should probably get off now before you start to show some emotion." 
Scott said, and Penelope made an 'unimpressed' face. Just then, Scott 
heard his door start to open, and hastily shut off the link himself. 

>"Hey dad" He said as Jeff entered. <br>"It ' s nice to see you're awake 
Scott. Feeling better?" 

>"Yeah, much better. I sure am hungry though, do you know what 
Grandma is cooking for dinner? "<br>"No, but I'm sure you'll like it" 
Jeff said, and they both exited the room, heading straight for the 
kitchen . 

Alan stood in the hangar, staring at Thunderbird 3. Although he had 
been on rescues since IR had begun operating, he had yet to take 
Thunderbird 3 on one, with him as command. He had always been backup 
to Scott or Virgil, with everything on the ground. He was an 
astronaut at heart, someone who longed to be speeding amongst the 
stars. Not like John, who was happy just to be floating around in 
space. No, Alan had be blasting his way through the cosmos. He knew 
he had to be patient. One day he would be able to take Thunderbird 3 
for a ride. 

Daniella was floating in her room. Despite being on a space station, 
this was the only place she could experience the zero-gravity she so 
enjoyed other than when she went outside. That was Marcus' fault; As 
the leader of the team he decided that he wanted normal gravity 
onboard the space station. As such, this meant Daniella spent most of 
her time in her small, yet well balanced room. The only problem with 
that was that she didn't really have very much to do. She might as 
well go into the command centre and see if she could make herself 
useful. She exited her room with a graceful drop to the floor, and 
walked in. 

>"So what fun things is everyone up to then?" She asked, in English. 
Despite 4 out of the 5 of them speaking Russian, Marcus was the team 
leader and he only spoke English. Therefore, they all spoke English 
whilst he was in the room. It didn't bother Dani particularly, as she 
could speak English, Russian and Italian perfectly well, but some of 
the others hated it . <br>"We ' re recalibrating the photosphere module 
and aligning the camera's data stream to that of your new module." 
Marcus answered. 

>"What he means to say is <em>we ' re <em>aligning the data stream 
whilst he's sat on his fat ass eating Doritos" Valentina added, 
making sure Marcus heard it. Both Daniella and Valentina often shared 
their theories about how Marcus managed to land such a prestigious 
position. Apparently he had 'exceptional success' in previous 
missions, but Dani reckoned he was probably screwing their boss to 
get the lead role. 

>"You might want to rethink your statement" Dimitri suddenly said 
from his station. "I've just picked up a massive energy signature in 
our area . "<br>"Let me take a look" Marcus said, walking over. Both 
Valentina and Igor joined him too, as they tried to decipher what the 
energy signal was. 

>"It's too big to be a proton storm" Valentina suggested. "Too 
compact too . "<br>"Then what the hell is it?" Marcus demanded. 

>"I don't know!" Valentina shouted, annoyed. "You're supposed to be 
the one here that knows everything . "<br>"Want to come take a look 
Dani?" Igor asked, but she shook her head. 



>"No thanks, I've already seen half your data and it means nothing to 
me. Just tell me if you need anything fixed. "<br>"OK, no problem. Can 
you fix Marcus?" He replied, and Marcus shot him some eye daggers. 

>"Wait a second everyone." Dimitri said, and they all stopped. 
"Something is not right here. This source, it's too compact to be an 
energy wave, but too large to be a particle storm. This isn't 
right . "<br>" I wonder what on Earth it could be." Marcus said, but no 
one was listening to him, only Dimitri. 

>"0h no..." Dimitri then said, frantically, pushing buttons and 
bringing up screens. " NfD±D»NZD 'Dk4D ° ! I know exactly what this is. 
It's a satellite . "<br>"Oh, that's not too bad then." Valentina said, 
but Dimitri stopped her. 

>"No, when I saw this, I thought it was an energy spike or something, 
it would go straight through us... But this is a solid mass... and 
it's heading straight towards us... D ^Dk4N, Dk4D ^NCEN, DpN ‘NCE ! "<p> 

The last thing Daniella remembered was being blinded by the brilliant 
white light of the explosion. Now she was stuck in a state of 
nothingness- she couldn't see, she couldn't hear, and she couldn't 
feel. She had no idea what had just happened. Then, suddenly, all of 
her senses returned at once. She cried out in agony as her whole body 
contracted from the pain of regaining consciousness . The heat burned 
the back of her neck, fire raging beside her, smoke filling the 
command room. But, above everything, it was the loudspeaker's 
announcement that really brought her back to her senses; 

>"<em><strong>OXYGEN PURGE IMMINENT. WARNING, OXYGEN PURGE IMMINENT. 
WARNING. . .<strong>_" 

>Daniella sprung to her feet. Immediately, she spotted Dimitri laying 
next to her- he was in a bad way, blood covering the entire left side 
of his face and what looked like it could be a broken arm. He was 
still alive though, that was the main thing. She hauled Dimitri up 
and dragged him out of the command room and into the observation 
chamber, which was still intact. Erantically, she went back to find 
the others; Igor, Valentina and Marcus were all also laying around, 
unconscious. The right side of Marcus' body was badly burned, but the 
other two looked OK from the outside. She could feel her breathing 
getting erratic as the oxygen drained from the room, but she forced 
herself to carry on. Eventually, everyone was out, and she sealed the 
doors . <br>"Computer" She rasped, remembering the AI only understood 
English, another thing that had come out of Marcus' leadership. "What 
is the oxygen level inside the Obsevation Chamber?" 

>"There is oxygen in the chamber to last 4 hours and 12 minutes." It 
replied. <br>"4 hours" Daniella acknowledged. "4 hours left until we 
all die." 

As Scarlett walked down the walkway and into the conference room, she 
felt strangely calm. Calm in not only in herself, but in her mission. 
She had even bought a new, sky blue suit specially for the occasion. 
Accompanied by a white shirt and black suit trousers, she had even 
dyed blue streaks into her bleached blonde hair to match the new 
suit. As she took her place at the head of the conference table, she 
took a look around at everyone else. Scarlett wondered how much they 
would be willing to invest in her, in her plan for the future, how 
passionate they could be for the cause. When the big, bald man at the 
end of the table nodded for her to begin, she cleared her throat; 

>"Ladies and Gentlemen, have any of you heard about an organisation 
called International Rescue?"<p> 



There had to be a way out. There just had to be a way off the Space 
Station. After spending 10 minutes checking that everyone else was 
still alive, Daniella had decided that she was not going to die 
onboard KR-13. But how was she going to do it? They were all 
currently stuck in the Observation Chamber, which was a dead end as 
far as she was concerned- the only way out was through the now 
de-oxygenated Control room. She needed outside help, but by the time 
Moscow had sent a relief shuttle, the oxygen would be gone. Then it 
hit her, just the inspiration she had needed- she was going to call 
International Rescue. Frantically, she scrambled to pull her portable 
radio off her utility belt. It was usually used when somebody wanted 
her to fix something, but she just hoped that International Rescue 
could pick up the signal- she had no idea what frequency they worked 
on . 

>" International Rescue. International Rescue this is space station 
KR-13. Please come in, this is an emergency ! "<p> 

John was asleep onboard Thunderbird 5. He usually had to change his 
sleeping pattern based on when rescues came in, to the point that he 
didn't really have a sleeping pattern anymore anyway. To make sure he 
never slept through an emergency call, he had a system of alarms 
installed onboard Thunderbird 5. And now, they were going off. 

>"Uhh come on" He sighed, groggily, as he hauled himself out of bed, 
and made his way into the comms room. "This is International Rescue, 
reading you loud and clear. What's the problem? "<br>"Oh thank god!" 
Daniella exclaimed. "My name is Daniella Brinkov, Chief Engineer of 
Space Station KR-13. I don't know what's happened, we've had some 
sort of collision and now I'm trapped." 

>"OK" John said, taking in the situation. "Take it slowly. How many 
of you are there? "<br>"There ' s 5 of us, but I'm the only one still 
conscious. The others are in a bad way." 

>That ' s not what John had wanted to hear. "Do you know where you are 
on the station at the moment?"<br>"Yes, but we can't get to the 
airlock without passing through the command and control centre, but 
there was an oxygen purge in there after the collision so now it's 
uninhabitable. I can't get the suits because they're on the other 
side too . " 

>"Is the structure stable?"<br>"Yes, as far as I can tell, but we 
only have 4 hours of oxygen remaining in this room because the pumps 
are offline . " 

>4 hours. They were going to have to work fast. "OK Daniella, keep 
this line open. We will be with you as soon as possible. Just hang 
tight . "<p> 

As soon as John's eyes started to flash, Jeff jumped out of his 
chair . 

>"What is it John? "<br>"We have an emergency call father. Russian 
Space Station KR-13 is in distress after some sort of collision. 

There are 5 people onboard that are trapped, and worse still they 
only have 4 hours of oxygen remaining on the station." 

>"OK John, thanks." He turned to Scott and Brains, who were also in 
the room. "Scott, go get Alan, tell him to prep for Thunderbird 3's 
launch . "<br>"Yes father, straight away." 

>"Brains, what do you make of this?"<br>"Well KR-13 is a scientific 
r-research space station, so it's built of s-strong stuff. I'm hoping 
it can hold together until Thunderbird 3 arrives and gets them out. 
It-It actually follows the same orbit as Thunderbird 5, albeit 
further behind than us. D-Do we know w-what hit it?" 



>"No we don't" John replied, still tuned in. "The girl I spoke to 
said she didn't know what hit them, but I get the feeling it was 
something big."<br>"It would have to be, to cause so much d-damage . " 

>"0K. John, get me the Russian Space Agency, maybe they can help us 
out . "<br> John disappeared for a few seconds, but when he returned he 
said "OK father, you're connected." 

>Jeff steadied himself, making sure that he pressed 'sound only' on 
his intercom. So many times he had almost pressed video as he was so 
used to.<br>"This is International Rescue calling RSA." 

>"This is RSA reading you strength 5 International Rescue. My name is 
Alexi; I take it you're calling about KR-13 . "<br>"We are" Jeff 
acknowledged. "We're trying to work out specifics before we send a 
rescue team up for recovery. We believe KR-13 was involved in a 
collision of some sort, do you know what hit it?" 

>Jeff could hear Alexi shouting something Russian in the background. 
"We believe that KR was hit by a decommissioned European Space Agency 
Relay Booster Satellite. We're still working on how it became 
dislodged from its orbit, but our communicat ions bridge was severed 
15 minutes ago, which means the collision likely happened on the 
south side of the station. We haven't been able to contact them 
since . "<br>"OK, thank you Alexi. We'll bring you team back, don't 
worry . " 

>"Thank you International Rescue. Good luck."<p> 

Scott returned with Alan just as Jeff finished the call. Alan, 
naturally, looked excited to be going on his first space mission. 
Scott looked wary. 

>"So is it true?" Alan asked Jeff, "We're finally getting to use 
Thunderbird 3?"<br>"That ' s right Alan. Has Scott briefed you on the 
mission? " 

>"Space station hit by unknown object, crew trapped onboard, need to 
be rescued. That about right ? "<br>" Yeah .. . Just about." Jeff said, 
hoping Alan's excitement didn't jeopardise the mission. "Brains, any 
requirements ? " 

>"I've already installed t-the low pressure spa-ace suits onboard 
Thunderbird 3 that you'll n-need to use. You'll have to locate the 
other suits onboard the station to get the crew out. Otherwise it's a 
simple r-recovery . "<br>Alan was already sat on the sofa that would 
lead down to Thunderbird 3's hangar, but as Scott went to join him, 
Jeff held him back. 

>"Are you sure you've recovered enough for this?" He said in his 
'concerned' voice . <br>" I ' m fine father, really. Besides, Alan's so 
excited for this I doubt I'll have much to do anyway." 

>"Just watch yourself" Jeff said, "Off you go."<p> 

Scott always thought Thunderbird 3 had a weird boarding system. 

Unlike Thunderbirds 1 or 2, you had to ride the sofa all the way down 
to the hangar, then it would take you up into the rocket itself. 

After they had docked, Alan and Scott took up their positions at the 
front of the craft. 

>"Gravity on or off?" Alan asked Scott as he pushed several buttons 
on his dashboard, each lighting up a different colour . <br>"Does it 
matter? We're not going to be up there for very long." Scott replied, 
plotting the navigation route on his trusty computer port. 

>"Fair point" Alan said, and both of them inserted their key into its 
slot. Thunderbird 3 couldn't take off without both keys, which was 
mainly to stop anybody stealing it, but also so that Alan didn't go 
into space by himself. Alan thought it was unfair, Jeff thought it 
was sensible, Scott couldn't care less . <br>"Ready for liftoff 



procedure" Alan said, and they both twisted their keys to the right. 
Alan ramped up the vertical power lever, and the engines ignited. The 
entire area lit up orange as the supreme ion thrusters overcame 
gravity and pushed Thunderbird 3 into the air, plumes of red hot 
smoke erupting from beneath them as they made their way into space. 
The thrusters would shut off as soon as they hit the Mesosphere, and 
then they would drift to the target, guided by Scott's navigation. 
They would be there in less than 30 minutes. 

Daniella had been sat there, deep in her own thoughts, when she 
suddenly spotted something out of the corner of her eye. One 
advantage of being on the observation deck was the 360 polarised 
window, which meant she could see anything outside. And now she could 
see something, a red rocket ship approaching the station, glowing in 
the reflected sunlight. It was like nothing she'd ever seen. 

>"KR-13 from International Rescue" Her radio crackled. "We are on 
approach, ETA 2 minutes. Request Airlock access for docking . "<br>"Of 
course." She replied. "How bad is the damage to the station?" 

>"Er... Bad." The voice replied. "You're lucky you all 
survived. "<br>"Yeah, just about." Daniella said, looking at the 4 
unconscious bodies beside her. She fiddled with her toolbelt for a 
minute, before finally finding the remote release button for the 
airlock. Alan and Scott could see it retract as they pulled up, and 
docked Thunderbird 3 onboard the stricken Space Station. 

>"Right then, let's find her" Alan said as they disembarked, with 
Scott following. Both of them had their spacesuits on, a marked 
difference from the regular International Rescue outfits . <br>"Turn 
your lights on" Scott said, and Alan illuminated his suit. The Space 
station had gone dark, but now they could see the destruction for 
themselves . 

>"This must have be the epicentre of the crash." Alan said, pulling 
metallic debris out of their path. There were small flames all around 
the room, giving the area an eerie glow, and the ruins of what was 
the command centre lay strewn across the floor. Alan had to pick up a 
large dome as he went to retrieve the suits. As he looked at it, he 
could make out the letters <emXstrong>E . S . A . <strong>_written across 
it. This was definitely the epicentre. 

>"Grab the suits" Scott said, preparing to open the doors to the 
observation room. "Then let's get the hell out of here."<p> 

The rescue itself wasn't particularly difficult: After breaching the 
doors to the observation room, they had managed to get suits on all 
of the unconscious Cosmonauts, along with Daniella herself. Between 
them, they managed to get all subjects back aboard Thunderbird 3, 
which had been made easier now that Alan and Scott had cleared most 
of the debris away from their path back to TB3 . As Alan and Scott sat 
in their pilot and co-pilot seats respectively, Daniella took up a 
seat in the back. There was a pause, a silence as they were about to 
disembark. The flames should have given it away. 

There was an almighty crash. 

Scott and Alan were already strapped into their seats; As Thunderbird 
3 did a cartwheel, they managed to ride it out. Daniella, however, 
wasn't, the force of the jolt sending her across the cockpit of 
Thunderbird 3. Somehow she managed to steady herself, and pull 
herself back to the boys. 

>"What the hell was that?" Alan shouted, wrestling with Thunderbird 



3's controls to try to steady themselves. Then he remembered they 
were still enclosed by the airlock . <br>" I have no idea!" Daniella 
shouted. "It sounded like some kind of explosion." 

>"Right now I don't care what it was!" Scott shouted, "Just release 
us from the airlock ! "<br>Acknowledging his command, Daniella went to 
her airlock release control, and pressed the button. Nothing. She 
pressed it again... Nothing. It wasn't working. 

>"This was only the transmitter" Daniella said when Scott asked why 
it didn't work. "It used a relay onboard the station to actually open 
the airlock, which must have been damaged in the explosion. Without 
it the airlock won't open and we're trapped. "<br>"Base from 
Thunderbird 3" Alan said over their own radio. "We have a situation." 

>"What's going on boys?" Jeff's voice came back to 

them. <br>"Something ' s happened onboard the Space Station and 

Thunderbird 3 is now trapped in the airlock." 

>"Brains!" Jeff shouted, and the technician ran straight into the 
room that Jeff was standing in. "Brains, can you bring up a 
projection of KR-13's orbital path . "<br>"R-Right away, Mr T-Tracy." 

He stammered, before illuminating the room with a holographic map of 
KR-13 above the Earth. "It would seem that KR-13 is losing its orbit 
and heading back into the Earth's atmosphere. The explosion must have 
knocked it badly out of orbit." 

>"That's bad, isn't it" Alan asked. <br>"Yes" Brains and Daniella both 
said simultaneously. 

>"If you carry on, the entire unit will burn up, and that includes 
T-Thunderbird 3." Brains continued. "Are you sure you c-can't detach 
from the a-airlock? "<br>"Not at the moment. The relay station onboard 
is no longer functional." 

>"What f-frequency does it use?"<br>"750MHz" 

>"I t-think I may have an idea. John, you will want to listen in on 
this too.""<br>"I already was" He replied, his face appearing where 
his paining should be yet again. 

>"KR-13 is in the orbital pathline of Thunderbird 5. As it is falling 
to Earth, it is also accelerat ing, and will soon catch up with John. 
Once it is close enough, John can send a 750MHz s-signal in their 
direction and release Thunderbird 3."<br>"That sounds good." John 
said . 

>"0-0nly one problem. The timing will have to be just right. If you 
are too early it won't each them, too late and they'll have already 
entered the Earth's atmosphere. It has to be p-perfect . "<p> 

As KR-13 zipped through the upper atmosphere, it left a bright orange 
burning trail of broken parts. If they weren't about to die, Alan 
might have seen it as rather beautiful. 

>"What's wrong?" Scott said, sitting besides his little 
brother . <br>"The fact we're about to burn to a crisp might be a 
start." Alan replied, refusing to look at him. 

>"That's normal for us. Something else is wrong, I can tell. It's 
Tin-Tin, isn't it?"<br>"How did you know about that!?" Alan almost 
exploded, more out of surprise than anything else. 

>"I saw the two of you kissing a couple of days ago. I didn't know 
who knew, so I kept it to myself . "<br>"We want to tell dad, but we're 
too worried about how he'd react. We haven't been together that long, 
I don't want to ruin it." 

>"I'm sure dad wouldn't mind, at least Tin-Tin lives on the 
Island. "<br>"You, of all people, are telling me dad wouldn't mind. 

You haven't told him that yourself and Penelope are together, and 
you've been an item for what, 6 months?" 

>"That's different" Scott said, and Alan gave him a funny look. "Dad 



and Penny are almost inseparable. I doubt he'll take kindly to 
someone taking his time away from her. Besides, we've told everyone 
else, it's hardly that much of a secret . "<br>"We could always tell 
him together?" Alan suggested. For once Scott didn't disagree. 

>"You two do know I can hear you, right?" John's voice came over the 
radio. "You left the channel open. Sorry Alan . "<br>"Well, I guess 
that makes it a bit easier." 

>"It does. And on more good news, I'm almost ready to get you out of 
there . "<br>"You might want to hurry up" Alan said, his face suddenly 
growing more worried. "Heat shields have just hit maximum." 

>"So soon?" Scott asked, confused. <br>"We ' re falling faster than 
anticipated" Daniella said from behind them. "I can feel it." 

>There was a sudden pop as a panel flew off Thunderbird 3's exterior. 
Then another. They were starting to feel the heat . <br>" John you've 
got to do it now!" Alan shouted. 

>"No. You're too far away. The signal wouldn't reach . "<br>" JOHN ! " 

>"N0!" John responded loudly. He took a breath, steadied himself. He 
had to get this right- but they were in trouble, Thunderbird 3 was, 
to a great extent, on f ire . <br>" John, for god's sake man, just do it. 
TB3 is about to fall apart." But there was silence. They waited for 
something, that one word. . . 

>"NOW"<br>There was an incredible high pitched squeal, and Alan 
slammed the thrusters into full reverse. Thunderbird 3 cannonballed 
out of the airlock, and KR-13 exploded behind them. Alan balanced the 
pitch controls, and within seconds they had gone from burning to 
flying. John had done it. Alan let out a scream of delight and hugged 
Scott tightly, whilst Daniella applauded them. John, up on 
Thunderbird 5, gave himself a little celebratory fist pump, whilst, 
back on Tracy Island, Jeff let out the biggest sigh of relief. They 
were going to be OK. 

>"Great job boys" He said over the radio. "I'm proud of both of you. 
Mission accomplished. "<br>"Thanks dad" Scott replied, "That one was 
too close for comfort." 

Scarlett walked into the dimly lit room, alone in her thoughts. As 
she sat down, she could see that there was another person sat at the 
opposite end of the table. He was blacked out, almost a silhouette. 
Scarlett was under no illusion this was purposeful. 

>"I have reviewed your proposal Miss Dekker" The man began, calmly 
and methodically. This was not the first time he had done this. 
"Whilst I can agree with the ideas and principles behind it, I am 
somewhat concerned by your lack of skills, resources and funding for 
the pro ject . "<br>"With respect" She began, then realised this guy 
probably cared little for respect. "I refute the first part of your 
concerns . I am more than capable of performing this assignment. You 
forget that I won't be alone on this mission." 

>"You'll forgive me for not believing you without any 
proof . "<br>"You ' 11 have to trust me." 

>"Trust is a myth." He snapped, cutting her off. "And your 'skills' 
are useless without the other two points . "<br>"We already have the 
high resolution camera, and we already know that it works. Now all we 
need is a sonic disruption device. I believe, if you were to forward 
some of the money now then we could easily acquire the device and 
easily solve the funding issue." 

>"Not a chance . Myself and my partners have fought very hard to keep 
SkyeTech out of the eyes of the law. Forwarding the money now puts 
all our investors at risk of exposure. As you can see from my 



appearance, we take our privacy very seriously." He took a sip from 
is cup, slower than he should have. He was making her sweat. "Now, 
tell me about your partner; This wasn't mentioned in your 
proposal . "<br>"He is a very clever man" Scarlett said carefully, she 
didn't know how much she should reveal. "He is actually the person 
who devised this opportunity." 

>"Why is he not here pitching this idea then? "<br>"Like you, he 
values his anonymity. I guess you could call me his mouthpiece, 
aswell as his partner." 

>"Have you worked together before? "<br>"We have, and he has 
experience with International Rescue too. He may have failed to 
deliver the information that day, but we learned valuable lessons." 

>"Such as?"<br>"International Rescue value their secrets as much as 
they value other people's lives, but they are breachable. We actually 
attained photographic evidence of their craft, but it was destroyed. 
Now, however, we know that it can be done, and with both of us it 
will be so much easier." 

>The man didn't respond to that. He just sat there for 10 minutes; 
Scarlett didn't know what she should do: Leave, wait or speak. She 
chose to wait, and then he finally spoke . <br>"You must appreciate the 
lengths I go to in order to keep myself and my business partners' 
interests safe. Miss Dekker. On no grounds can I forward you the 
money, but I am convinced in your ideals. You will have to acquire 
the resources yourself, but our offer of $200M on completion remains. 
You have 7 days to bring me technological secrets of the 
International Rescue craft, along with proof that it is genuine. And 
Miss Dekker, let me make it perfectly clear to you that, should you 
and your partner fail, I will have no problem in making sure neither 
of you walk this Earth again. Do not disappoint me... 

Or you **will** meet you doom." 


5 . Terror Grip 
**TERROR GRIP** 

Dark clouds rolled over Shatter Rock City. The sun had already set, 
leaving only the streetlights- burning an unhealthy shade of neon 
orange- to light the roads ahead. There would be no need for them 
tonight, as a great storm was brewing. The violent lightning bolts 
would light up the city in a cascade of white strobes, disturbing the 
residents' peaceful sleep. Down the long, dusty road away from the 
city, this would merely be a background distraction, for something 
bigger was about to happen, something that would eclipse nature's 
events. _Terra Eirma _was as well known as it was accessible, a 
military compound that hid in Australia's deserts, just outside the 
city. Soon, it would become the centre of the night's events. As one 
of the many night guards strode past the base's underground entrance, 
he could have sworn that something moved in the shadows . But it was 
late, and his shift was coming to an end, so he decided he was seeing 
things. The shadow was just a shadow. But as he walked away, the 
shadow promptly moved behind him, and slit his throat. 

As Thunderbird 1 took off, it left a plume of white smoke behind it. 
Both Scott and Virgil had just attended a rescue in England that 
involved a multi-car pileup- a 16 wheel transporter had suffered a 
tyre blowout and overturned, causing several cars behind it to crash. 
After successfully freeing everyone and putting out the petrol fire 



that had engulfed half a mile of motorway, Scott had the brilliant 
idea of quickly going over to Lady Penelope, and bringing her back to 
Tracy Island. Jeff, oblivious to Scott's reason of wanting to do it, 
readily agreed. After all, this would be the first time Lady Penelope 
had been to Tracy Island since International Rescue started up. 

>"Won't your father think it's a bit weird that I'm coming back in 
Thunderbird 1?" Penelope said, leaning over Scott's pilot seat. 
Thunderbird 1 only had one seat onbaord; It was not designed to carry 
passengers. Penelope had a point. <br>"I don't think he'll read too 
much into it" Scott replied, cool and collected. 

>"Are you sure he'll be OK with what you're planning?" She then 
asked, which got Scott's attention . <br>"You worry too much. I'm sure 
once all of this is done, we'll look back on it and wonder why we 
were ever worried about it. At least, I hope so." 

>"Scott, your father, whether he knows it or not, acts like you boys 
and myself are the only people in the world. And I'm not sure his 
perfect world involves us being in a relationship. Tin-Tin and Alan 
he probably won't mind, but I don't think he would have ever expected 
us two . "<br>"Maybe not, but we can't keep hiding it forever. Let's 
face it, everyone else knows, and he probably should too." 

>"You do remember he once warned you to stay away from me?" Penelope 
reminded him, and Scott laughed. <br>"Oh I do, which only made me want 
you more" He said, and ramped TBl ' s thrusters up to maximum. 

Virgil, having left earlier, was already back at Tracy Island when 
Thunderbird 1 docked. He'd passed word onto Alan that they were 
bringing Lady Penelope back to the island, so when Scott exited TBl, 
he found both Alan and Tin-Tin waiting for him. 

>"This is the day then" Alan said, and Scott nodded. <br>"This is the 
day . " 

>"Just how long have you two been planning this?" Penelope 
asked. <br>"A week" Scott replied. "Myself and Alan started making 
plans whilst we were in Thunderbird 3, having just finished a 
rescue." He turned to Alan, "That reminds me, we should send a thank 
you message to Daniella for helping us come up with ideas." 

>The 4 of them continued talking until they emerged back inside the 
living area. Jeff was already in there, talking to Brains and Virgil, 
whist Kyrano was serving a round of drinks to everyone. Gordon was 
nowhere to be seen, but judging from the great splash from outside, 
he was in the pool . <br>"Penny ! " Jeff exclaimed when he saw her. He 
walked over and have her a great hug. "It's nice to see you back on 
the island . " 

>"It's very nice to be back, although the Island seems a lot busier 
now that International Rescue has started up . "<br>"Well we thought 
we'd get everyone out, be a nice surprise for you." 

>"Yes" Penelope said quietly, inching closer to Scott. 

"Surprises . "<br>Scott took that as his cue to speak, but as soon as 
he opened his mouth, John's portrait began to light up. 

>" International Rescue, we have a situation." He said, appearing on 
the screen. Scott laughed at John's incredibly poor timing, whilst 
Alan shot him eye daggers; John mouthed 'Sorry' when Jeff wasn't 
looking- he knew today was supposedly the big day . <br>"What ' s the 
situation John?" Jeff asked. 

>"A mine on the asteroid A-136-Beta is in distress; It seems they hit 
another asteroid and the mine has collapsed in the collision. 5 
people are trapped inside and need rescuing . "<br>"OK, thanks John. 
Looks like you're up Alan, off you go. John will fill you in on the 
details once you're in space." 



>Alan made his way over to the sofa that would take him down to 
Thunderbird 3, managing to get out a sarcastic 'FAB' before he got 
there . <br>"Scott" Jeff said, "I think you should sit this one out- 
you've only just returned from a rescue and you need to get some 
rest. Brains will take up co-pilot duties on this mission to help 
with the technicalities of the mine." 

>"OK father, I understand" Scott replied, and Jeff was almost taken 
aback that Scott hadn't tried t argue his way onto a mission. "Do you 
think we could go out to the deck father?" Scott asked, "It would 
give Lady Penelope a chance to see Thunderbird 3 take of f . "<br>"Good 
thinking Scott" Jeff said, taking Penelope's arm. "Let's head 
outside . " 

_**3 DAYS EARLIER**_ 

The ANRL- Australian National Research Laboratory- stood in the 
middle of Shatter Rock City, a large, grey building that dwarfed 
everything around it. With Australia's ever increasing population, 
the decision was taken to move inwards, away from the coast, and 
towards the barren outback. The decision was known as 'Project 
Inroads ' , and Shatter Rock was chosen to be at the forefront of the 
expansion, the poster city for a new Australia. 15 years ago the 
entire area was a wasteland, but now it was a great city, housing 
13.5 million people and some of the world's biggest corporations, all 
powered solely by Solar, Wind and Geo-Thermal energy. As one of the 
many initiatives to get people to take notice of Shatter Rock City, 
the ANRL was relocated to there from Sydney, where it took its place 
in the very heart of the city. 

To The Hood, however, it was just another building. 

He gently lent pressure against the door he was stood next to- not 
the main door, there was no way he'd get through that, but one of the 
service doors down the side. It creaked under his weight, but it 
didn't move. Carefully, he pulled a handgun out of his waistband, the 
nozzle extended by a blasA© silencer. Aiming at the hinges of the 
door, he let off 3 quick shots, and it opened. There were no alarms, 
not yet . 

>"Smooth" Scarlett noted as they entered, but The Hood did not reply; 
He had no need to reply, he merely moved forward. As they walked 
through the long corridors, Scarlett twisted and twirled around, 
looking at all of the crazy inventions that ANRL housed. The Hood, 
meanwhile, went straight to the end of the building. He knew what 
they were here for, and they didn't have much time to get it. Once he 
reached the glass container, Scarlett composed herself . <br>" It ' s time 
to make our big move my friend. This is it." 

>"Oh yes it is" The Hood replied, pulling a laser torch from his 
waistband. "Soon, we will have all of the secrets in the world. We 
will be unstoppable . "<br>"Do it" Scarlett said, and The Hood set to 
work. The laser was making light work of the reinforced glass, and 
soon there was a hole big enough for them to take out the device 
housed inside of the container. Carefully, slowly. The Hood pulled it 
out, and placed it inside his pocket, whilst behind him Scarlett was 
placing a small device beside the cage. As soon as she let it go, it 
sprouted a set of antennae, and began to spin round. 

>"Let's get the hell out of here" She said, and The Hood nodded. Just 
as easily as they entered the building, they exited, with the device 
in tow. Scarlett jumped into her car, started the engine, and floored 
it. She just kept driving, and driving, until the ANRL was just 
visible in the background. Then, as the timer on her watch hit zero. 



the entire building went up in a cloud of smoke and fire. As she 
drove away, Scarlett swore she could hear the noise of the 
blast . <p> 

_**PRESENT DAY**_ 

The whirr and hiss that emanated from the walls of Terra Eirma's 
underground robotics lab were not at all unusual for that time of the 
night. It may have been nearing lam, but both of the Military's lead 
scientists were still present; infact, they were the only people 
there. At that time of the night, it was always just the two of them. 
Both Emma Alsta and Steph Marshall had been a part of the tech team 
for going on 5 years now, having transferred straight from Melbourne 
International University, where they had been roommates. Right now, 
they were working on their latest project- A mechanical biosuit that 
would be used in combat. At least, they were supposed to be working 
on it . 

>"Hey! Watch it!" Steph shouted across the room as Emma took a swing 
at her, missing by inches and swiping half their work off the desk 
behind them. "We're supposed to be fighting each other, not my 
paperwork . "<br>"You better put on a better defence then" Emma 
replied, jabbing Steph in the stomach. Her suit let out a whine as it 
buckled. In retaliation, Steph picked up a metal pole that was 
sitting on the floor, and swung it at Emma, catching her in the side 
of the head. As she stumbled backwards, Emma realised she no longer 
had visual support from the suit. It took just another couple of 
swings from Steph, and her suit had become incapacitated . 

>"I believe that is game." Steph said, and hauled Emma back to her 
feet. They both took off their helmets, and sat at their desks. Both 
of them had decided that, instead of going through the usual channels 
of Military testing, the best way to see if their suits worked was to 
have a play fight. <br>"I think the suits need internal reinforcing" 
Emma offered. "One hit from that pole and I'd lost my electronic 
eyes . " 

>Steph nodded her agreement. "I think it needs to be lighter too, 
felt like a chore carrying it around, limited mobility . "<br>"Stronger 
and lighter, how hard can it be?" Emma laughed, at the exact same 
moment as a rumble of thunder rolled over the base. "I would love to 
take it out into the storm, see how it handled the conditions." 

>"We do have another suit"<br>"We need to do the modifications first, 
no point taking it out on old setups." 

>Another clap of thunder hit, but this one was different. It was a 
sustained noise. The floor was starting to shake . <br>"Are we having 
an Earthquake?" Steph asked, her chair shaking violently. 

>"I have no idea!" Emma replied. The vibrations were intensifying; 
There was a snap as one of the light panels detached from the 
ceiling, crashing onto the floor. Cracks were starting to appear in 
both the wall and the ceiling . <br>"Get down!" Emma suddenly shouted, 
grabbing Steph and throwing her under the desk just as a large chunk 
of ceiling came down, crushing her chair. Emma decided it would be 
safest to join Steph under the desk, crawling under just as one of 
the lights blew above them, letting out a loud bang. In the shelter 
of the desk, Emma could see Steph try to tell her something, eyes 
wide with fear, but Emma couldn't hear her, all she could hear was a 
horrible creaking noise from behind her. And then the whole world 
went black. 


Armando Garcia hated alarms, but in his many years of active service 
he had become quite used to them. This was no different. As the high 



pitched screeching woke him from his sleep, he was into his uniform 
and out of his living quarters faster anybody else on the base. With 
the rank of Captain, he was the highest ranked officer on the base, 
and therefore had overall control of all operations that took place, 
but it also meant he had to deal with all of the problems too. As he 
walked out of the building, he opened up his GPS to check where the 
alarm was coming from. When he looked up, however, he realised he 
wouldn't need to; A large crowd of people had already formed around 
the entrance to the robotics lab. Red tape marked a large exclusion 
zone, inside of which the ground was split into several pieces. 

>"What's going on?" Garcia commanded as he made his way through the 
crowd, but nobody was answering. There were all too engrossed in the 
attempts being made to drill beneath the crumbling rubble. As Garcia 
made his way to the front, he saw his personal aide, Rowley 
Carson . <br>"Rowley, what the hell is going on here?" 

>"Armando thank god!" He exclaimed, rushing over to him. "I sounded 
your alarm as soon as I got word. There's been some sort of collapse 
in the robotics lab . "<br>"Collapse? " Garcia asked, though he could 
already see the evidence for himself. 

>"Our sensors picked up some mad vibrations in this area, so I came 
out to take a look for myself, and found the entire area almost caved 
in. I called in Patterson to see what he thought, and when we 
realised where the epicentre was, we sounded the alarm. "<br>"Is there 
anybody down there?" Garcia asked, but from Rowley's face he already 
knew the answer. 

>"Emma and Steph are both down there. They swiped their electronic 
keycard 3 hours ago to go in, but not to come out."<br>"I don't like 
this. Something about this doesn't feel right at all. How close are 
we to getting them out?" 

>"We're not, I'm afraid" Came another voice, which unmistakably 
belonged to Reed Patterson, the base's resident expert in structural 
engineering. "We tried to drill through the collapse to get down to 
them, but it's too unstable. At the moment, the concrete is 
supporting itself, but if we disturb it, it could all come crashing 
down, and then they would be buried. "<br>"What ' s your plan?" Garcia 
asked . 

>"We don't have one" Patterson replied. "At the moment, we have no 
way of getting in. I can tell you this though, the collapse was not 
caused by any sort of Earthquake. Erom what I can tell, it was far 
too localised; Could have been from some sort of 

device . "<br>Suddenly, it all clicked in Garcia's head. "You mean like 
the Sonic Disrupter stolen from the ANRL a few days ago?" 

>Patterson's jaw dropped. "You have got to be kidding me." It wasn't 
a question . <br>"Put the entire base on lockdown." Garcia said. "I'm 
calling International Rescue." 

Scarlett was enjoying watching the commotion below her. Perching on 
the ledge of the roof of Terra Eirma's primary data storage building, 
she could see everything happening in and around the base. Most of 
that included gathering around the underground robotics lab, which 
she was looking at now. As distractions go, this was one of the best 
she'd had a part in. Still, they couldn't take any chances, so she 
had scaled the building whilst there was nobody around to see her, 
and created her very own sniper's nest. She was just on lookout duty, 
getting soaked in the rain whilst The Hood took on their real 
task . . . 


Despite the raging storm outside. The Hood was as dry as he could 



possibly be. The lights that lined the building's wall were almost 
blinding compared to the darkness outside, but he was more than used 
to it. The room that he needed was just around the corner, but there 
was somebody outside the room. There was always someone where he 
needed to be. Even with the activity outside, some people had stayed 
inside, and they must be taken care of. Carefully he approached the 
technician, and tapped him on the shoulder. As the man turned around, 
he was met by nothing but The Hood's piercing yellow eyes. He wanted 
to scream in pain, but he'd already hit the floor before the sound 
came out . 

>"This is exactly what I need" The Hood chuckled quietly to himself, 
swiping the Technician's keycard and entering the data storage room. 
Inside was Terra Firma's central computer network, and their data 
records storage. Using the keycard, he forced entry into the computer 
systems. As tempting as it was to copy everything on the system, he 
had a plan that he had to stick to. It had to look like a planned 
attack. He kept scrolling, and scrolling, until he found the ideal 
target. The TXR Guided Missile system. Perfect. Laughing quietly to 
himself. The Hood revealed a memory stick, and copied the plans. As 
soon as it had copied, he removed the memory stick, and crashed the 
entire system. <br>"Hey, who the hell are you!?" Came a voice from the 
doorway. The Hood spun around, cursing himself for leaving the door 
unlocked, and caught the man's gaze. It was the eyes, always the 
eyes. As soon as he too had dropped to the floor. The Hood was 
gone . 

Seeing John's eyes flash in his portrait was something Jeff was 
getting very used as head of International Rescue. 

>"Another rescue call?" He asked as John appeared on the 
screen . <br>"Yes father, we have another call." 

>"What's the emergency this time?"<br>"A military base in Australia 
has had a cave in with one of its underground robotics labs and 2 
people are trapped inside. They've tried to drill their way through 
the collapse but it's too unstable." 

>"How about going underneath?" asked Gordon, who was now inside and 
dried off.<br>"I like the idea." Jeff agreed. 

>"We have another rescue?" Scott said, entering the room. <br>"Yes, we 
do Scott" Jeff said, inviting Scott to join them. "There's been a 
collapse out in Australia we need to deal with." 

>"I guess it's a good thing I stayed here then" Scott said, "I'll 
head off towards the danger zone, you can give me the details along 
the way."<br>"OK Scott. Gordon, go and get Virgil. Tell him to take 
Pod 2 and The Mole." 

>"Right away father" Gordon said. "Thunderbirds Are Go."<p> 

The close proximity of Australia to Tracy Island meant that Scott was 
over the danger zone in less than 20 minutes. Virgil was just 10 
minutes behind. 

>"Take me through the situation one more time" Scott asked, hovering 
over the base at 5000ft . <br>"Our underground robotics lab has 
collapsed" Came Captain Garcia's voice over Scott's radio. "2 of our 
scientists are trapped inside. We can't dig our way through the 
rubble because it is too unstable." 

>"I understand that, don't worry, but you don't think this is a 
natural disaster? "<br>"No" Garcia conceded. "The vibrations that 
caused the collapse were very localised; We believe they were caused 
by a device stolen a few days ago from a nearby institute." 

>"Then that presents us with a problem. In all likelihood, whoever 
caused this attack will still be in the area and well hidden. I 
cannot risk my organisation becoming a part of this 



attack . "<br>"There ' s a clearing west of the base you can land your 
craft. I'll have my men form a protective barrier around your 
aircraft . " 

>"Appreciated. " Scott said, then changed over to channel 2. "Father, 
I'm over the danger zone now. The conditions are appalling but I'm 
confident a rescue can be completed once Virgil arrives with The 
Mole . "<br>"That ' s good Scott" Jeff replied. "What about this threat? 
Do you think it could be The Hood?" 

>"I talked it over with Captain Garcia, and it would certain fit his 
MO. We're not taking any chances though; If he is here, we're going 
to keep Thunderbrids 1 and 2 well clear . "<br>"OK Scott, be careful 
out there. If The Hood did cause this, then make sure you're armed. 

We already know how dangerous he is." 

Emma woke up seeing stars. Unfortunately, that's all she woke up 
seeing- everything else was black. 

>"What happened?" She managed to get out.<br>"The wall collapsed and 
whacked you on the back of the head." Replied Steph, who was still 
beside Emma, even if she couldn't see her. "Don't worry, I managed to 
stop the bleeding eventually, you should be fine. It's hard to work 
in minimal light, I have to say." 

>"How long have I been out?"<br>"No idea, but people have been busy 
above us, I suppose in trying to get us out. Though I think they've 
realised that drilling down is a bad idea, unless they want this 
place to cave in even more." 

>"If only our suits could get us out of this mess" Emma laughed, 
before realising it hurt too much.<br>"I think we'd be famous if they 
could do that. Don't worry, I'm sure someone will figure a way of 
getting us out sooner or later. I just hope it's before the rest of 
this structure gives way." 

Scott was dripping with water, stood next to Captain Garcia as the 
rain crashed down onto the base, overlooking the collapse. Between 
them they had managed to plot a course for The Mole that could get 
them to inside without causing them to fall through the collapse. 

>"Where is this vehicle now?" Garcia asked, wondering what 'The Mole' 
was actually going to look like . <br>" It ' s on its way into the base 
now. We landed a fair distance away so it'll take a minute or two to 
get to the danger zone." Scott said, just as they were hit with a 
flash of lightning. 

>"I hope this storm doesn't affect the rescue . "<br>"Well we'll soon 
find out. Here it comes." Scott replied, pointing to the base 
entrance. Garcia could only watch as a giant drill on tank tracks 
drove into the base, taking up position just behind the cordoned off 
area . 

>"You know" Garcia said, "I didn't know what to expect when you 
called it 'The Mole', but I did not expect that . "<br>" It ' 11 get the 
job done, don't worry." Scott turned on his wrist radio, "Mobile 
Control to The Mole, everything set up OK Virgil?" 

>"I'm set up fine" He replied, "But the storm is making it hard for 
me to see anything, even with your laser guidance system. "<br>Scott 
brought up his holographic interface, "Set tracking to 8-9-1-7 and 
move 20 metres to your left." The Mole started to spin around as 
Virgil readjusted himself. Scott watched and waiting until they were 
in position. "OK Virgil, begin the drill." 

>"Understood, drilling now!" Virgil belted out as the drill section 
of The Mole began to tip upwards. Water flew off the giant corkscrew 
like vehicle as it began to spin. A single rocket jet ignited, and 
the drill went into the ground, throwing dirt everywhere. Soon, The 



Mole was gone, leaving behind just its motorised platform and a giant 
hole in the ground. <p> 


Both Thunderbird craft may have landed outside of the base, but the 
clearing was hardly a secluded spot, and that's exactly what The Hood 
had wanted. Infact, being outside of the base made it so much easier. 
All that stood between them and International Rescue's demise were 8 
feeble guards . 

>"We stick to the plan?" Scarlett asked. <br>"Oh yes, we stick to the 
plan. Everything is going even better than I could have hoped!" 

>"Then I guess it's my time to shine." Scarlett replied, and The Hood 
silently handed her the Sonic Disruption device. Taking it in her 
hand, she quietly crept through the barren desert, using the rumbling 
thunder to hide the sound of her footsteps. When she thought she was 
close enough, Scarlett set the device down, and made her way back to 
The Hood. <br>"Now is the moment of truth" The Hood claimed as she 
returned, holding up a small trigger type device. He enclosed his 
hand around the handle, and then dropped it to the floor. Ahead of 

them, every single guard around the Thunderbird craft fell to their 
knees, some holding their heads in agony, others curled up on the 
floor, writhing around. Eventually they started to slow their 
movements, and then stopped completely. That was when they made their 
move . " 

>"You take the big one" The Hood demanded, "I will take Thunderbird 
l"<p> 

It was the red flashing light that Scott had hoped he wouldn't see 
during this rescue, but knowing the likely culprit of the disaster, 
he has expected it, even with Garcia's guards. He was expecting it so 
much that it took him a second to recognise what was happening. 

>"The automatic camera detector!" He suddenly exclaimed, causing 
Garcia to jump. "Do you have a car? "<br>"Yes of course" Garcia 
replied . 

>"Somebody is photographing the inside of our aircraft. It is of 
upmost importance that we catch them and have them stopped. "<br>"OK, 
this way" Garcia said, and led Scott to his car. "What about your 
friend, the one piloting the massive drill?" 

>"He'll be fine, don't worry. He will get your girls out from 
there . "<p> 

Steph and Emma were bored. Very bored. But being bored was better 
than being dead, and they weren't quite dead yet. The long wait was 
playing tricks on the both of them- a flash of light in one corner, a 
vibrating noise between their feet. 

>"Do you hear that?" Steph said. So it wasn't just Emma's imagination 

then . <br>"Yeah, some sort of vibration, coming from the collapsed 
wall area . " 

>"0h great, the whole place is probably coming down . "<br> Just as Emma 
and Steph prepared themselves for falling rubble, a set of blinding 
lights flooded the lab. Both girls had to cover their eyes, having 
adjusted so much to the dark. 

>"What the hell is that?" Emma exclaimed. <br>"Terra Eirma lab team, 
this is International Rescue. Shout out if you can hear me" Said a 
voice, amplified over a radio. Both Emma and Steph promptly shouted 
out . 

>"0K, I'm going to attempt to extract you from the lab. Stay exactly 
where you are . "<br>"And exactly how are you going to do that?" Emma 
asked . 



>"There's a small gap in the collapsed wall. I'm going to attempt to 
widen it and then pull you through it."<br>The next thing they knew, 
a red laser beam was etching its way through the rock. Bit by bit, it 
started to open up, until there was a nice person sized hole in it. 

>"You go through first" Emma said to Steph. She pushed her friend 
through the hole, but it was slow progress; Steph could only just fit 
through. Emma watched as Steph eventually disappeared round the other 
side, hauled out by International Rescue. Then she saw the cracks, 
racing up the wall. Not that she needed to, the vibrations were 
increasing rapidly . <br>"OK" Said Virgil on the other side, "What's 
going on now?" 

>"The entire place is coming down" Steph replied. "Emma, we have to 
get you out now!"<p> 

Emma near dived through the hole. As soon as she did, the crack in 
the wall widened, and the entire unit slipped, pinning her down. 

>"OK, not good" Virgil said. He went for his laser, but the structure 
was already far too weak. Having another section cut out of it could 
cause the entire thing to collapse on top of all of them. <br>"Wait , I 
have an idea. Everyone stay here" 

>"Don't worry, I don't think there's much chance of us going 
anywhere" Emma remarked in return as Virgil disappeared inside The 
Mole. It didn't take him long to reappear, holding a hydraulic 
jack . <br>" I ' m going to put the jack underneath the collapse. It 
should give us just enough leverage to get you out." Virgil said, 
placing the jack just under the collapsing rubble. Bits of rock 
rained down from the ceiling, signalling an imminent breakaway. He 
activated the jack, pushing the wall skywards, but it wouldn't hold 
for long. Steph grabbed Emma and dragged her through, then they all 
ran for The Mole. A large chunk of rock broke away from the ceiling 
and landed on the jack, causing it to explode in hydraulic fluid. 
Virgil didn't need any more reasons to leave, and jammed on full 
reverse. There was a large creak, and a crack, and the whole ceiling 
fell down- but when the dust settled. The Mole had already 
gone . 

Both Scarlett and The Hood were in Thunderbird 2 when Scott arrived, 
busily taking photos of the interior panels, but they heard the car 
pull up outside. 

>"That must be them" Scarlett said, drawing her gun . <br>"Here" The 
Hood said, handing her his roll of film. "Take these to your 
employer, make sure we get our money." 

>Scarlett took the role of film. When she looked back. The Hood had 
disappeared. <br>"Whoever you are in there" Came a voice, booming over 
a megaphone, "Come out of Thunderbird 2 and surrender peacefully 
whilst you still have the chance . " 

>'No chance of that' Scarlett thought, leaning out of the open door 
to fire off a few rounds. Outside, Scott and Captain Garcia took 
cover from the hail of bullets . <br>"Looks like they're not going 
without a fight" Garcia said, returning fire, though there wasn't 
much he could do without damaging Thunderbird 2. Scott waiting for 
another round of fire before shooting back, but their assailant was 
too well hidden. 

>"We've got to find a way to stop them." Scott said, and Garcia 
agreed. <br>"This has gone on too long" Garcia said, and pulled a 
small grenade from his belt. "This is one of our latest innovations, 
a Taser grenade." Garcia could see Scott's apprehensive look. "Don't 
worry, it won't damage your craft." Once there was a lull in the 



gunfire, Garcia lobbed the grenade through the open door. On the 
other side, Scarlett could only watch as the small yellow device hit 
the floor, the impact triggering tendrils that shot out towards her. 
One of them hit their mark, firing thousands of volts through her 
system. Once it had finished, she fell to the floor in an electrified 
heap. As soon as she had dropped, Scott and Garcia entered 
Thunderbird 2 . 

>"Well I can tell you one thing" Garcia said, "That isn't The 

Hood. "<br>"Which means he got away" Scott replied, cursing quietly to 

himself . 

>"But at least we know he didn't get the photos" Garcia said, picking 
up both rolls of photo-tape. Scarlett stirred besides them, still 
feeling the ef fects . <br>" I think it's time you got her out of here 
Captain" Scott said, "Maybe then we can find out a little more about 
her and her... associates." 

The ride back to Tracy Island had been smooth, but not without 
action. Virgil, having pulled Emma and Steph from the rubble, had 
headed back in Thunderbird 2 earlier than Scott, and was already back 
at the island. Captain Garcia had taken Scarlett to maximum security 
and burned the tapes. Then, on the return journey, Scott and Alan had 
devised their plan to reveal their relationships to Jeff, without 
having to actually say anything. Everyone on the island made 
themselves scarce, whilst Brains distracted Jeff with a new 
'invention' of his. As soon as Scott landed, he met Lady Penelope on 
the platform. They walked, arm in arm, into the living area, 
accompanied by Alan and Tin-Tin. 

>"0K Brains, you can let him down now" Alan said into his miniature 
radio. Almost instantly, they heard footsteps approaching . <br>"You 
ready for this?" Scott asked. 

>"I'm ready" Penelope replied. Scott grabbed her by the waist, 
pulling her closer. Their lips brushed momentarily before they 
enveloped themselves in a passionate kiss. Scott could just about 
hear the sound of glass smashing as Jeff dropped his drink in shock, 
and pulled away . <br>" I . . . Well..." Jeff struggled to get the words 
out, staring at the 4 of them. 

>"The kids are growing up Jeff" Penelope said, though she was in no 
way a kid herself . <br>" I can see that" Jeff replied, relaxing a 
little. "I need a cigar." 

>Scott laughed at his father's reaction, and went to light a 
cigarette of his own, when he caught a reflection on the wall. John's 
monitor was open- he had been watching them. Of course John had been 
watching them, he wouldn't have wanted to miss a show like that. John 
must have seen Scott notice him, because he raised his drink to the 
monitor as a toast. Slowly, everyone else on the island migrated into 
the living room, and Jeff realised that Penny was right- the kids 
were growing up. His kids were growing up. And he couldn't be more 
proud . <p> 


End 
f lie . 



